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KING HENRY VI. 
L. IN a note prefixed to the preceding play, I have 
briefly stated my opinion concerning the drama now 
before us, and that which follows it; to which the 
original editors of Shakspeare's works in folio have 
given the titles of The Second and Third Parts of King 
Henry II. 

The Contention of the two famous houses of Yorke 
and Lancaster in two parts, was published in quarto, 
in 1600; and the first part was entered on the Station- 
ers? books, (as Mr. Steevens has observed,) March 12, 
1395-4. On these two plays, which I believe to have 

2en written by some preceding author, before the 
year 1390, Shakspeare formed, as I conceive, this and 
the following drama; altering, retrenching, or am- 
plifying, as he thought proper. The method observed 
in the printing of these plays is as follows. All 
the lines printed in the usual manner, are found in 
the original quarto plays (or at least with such minute 
variations as are not worth noticing); and those, I 
conceive, Shakspeare adopted as he found them. The 
lines to which inverted commas are prefixed, were, if 
my hypothesis be well founded, retouched, and greatly 
improved by him; and those with astericks were his 
own original production; the embroidery with which 
he ornamented the coarse stuff that had been awk- 
wardly made up for the stage by some of his contem- 
poraries. The speeches Which he new-modelled, he 
improved, sometimes by amplification, and sometimes 
by retrenchment. 

These two pieces, I imagine, were produced in their 

resent form in 1591. Dr. Johnson observes very 
justly, that these two parts Were not written without 
a dependance on the first. Undoubtedly not; the old 
play of King Henry VI. (or, as it is now called, The 
first part,) certainly had been exhibited before these 
were Written in any form, But it does not follow 
from this concession, either that The Contention of the 
two houses, etc. in two parts, was written by the au- 
thor of the former play, or that Shakspeare was the 
author of these two pieces as they originally appeared. 
MaroxE. | 

This and The third part of King Henry VT. con- 
tain that troublesome period of this prince's reign, 
which took in the whole contention betwixt the houses 
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| of York and Lancaster. The present scene opens with 
Y king Ilenry's marriage, which was in the twenty- 
® third year of his reign [A. D. 1445]; and closes with 
4 the first battle fought at St. Alban's, and won by the 
York faction, in the thirty- third year of his reign 
[1455]: so that it comprizes the history and transac- 
tions of ten years. THEOBALD. 


This play was altered by Crowne, and acted in 
1682. STEEVENS. 


A 2 


- 


Persons Represented. 


King Henry the Sixth: 

Humphrey, Duke of Gloster, his uncle. 

Cardinal Beaufort, Bishop of Winchester, great uncle 
to the king. 

Richard Planiagenet, Duke of York: 

Edward and Richard, his sons. 

Duke of Somerset, ) 

Duke of 469: wept 

Duke of Buckingham, of the king's party. 

Lord Clifford. 4 As 

Young Clifford, his son. 


Li a ; 
Earl 5 Warwick, . of the York faction. 


Lord Scales, Governour of the Tower. Lord Say. 

Sir Humphrey Stafford, and his brother. Sir Joln 
Stanley. 

A Sea-captain, Master, and Master's Mate, and Wal- 
ter Whitmore. 

Two Gentlemen, prisoners with Suffolk, 

A Herald. Vaux. 

Hume and Seuthwell, two priests. 

Bolingbroke, a Conjurer. A spirit raised by him, 

Thomas Horner, an Armourer. Peter, his man. 

Clerk of Chatham. Mayor of Saint Alban's, 

Simpcox, an Impostor. Two Murderers, 

Jack Cade, a Hebel: 

George, John, Dick, Smith, the Weaver, Michael, etc. 
his followers. | 

Alexander Iden, a Kentish Gentleman. 


Margaret, Queen to King Henry. 
Eleanor, Dutcheſs of Gloster. 
Margery Jourdain, a Mitch. 
ife to Simpcox. 


Lords, Ladies, and Attendants; Petitioners, Aldermen, 


a Beadle, Sheriff, and Officers; Citizens, Prentices, 
Falconers, Guards, Soldiers, Messengers, etc. 


SCENE, dispersedly in various parts of England, 
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SECOND PART 


OF 


KING HENRY VI. 


LET m 


London. A Room of State in the Palace. 


Flourish of trumpets: then hautboys. Enter, on one 
Side, King HEN NX, Duke of GrosrEn, SALISBURY, 
WAnwrck, and CardinalBeavuronrt; on the other, 
Queen MancAREtT, led in by SUTFOLK; YORK, 
SomeRSET, BUCKINOHAM, and Others, following. 


Suf. As by your high imperial majesty 
T had in charge at my depart for France, 
As procurator to your excellence, | 
To marry princeſs Margaret for your grace 
So, in the famous ancient city, 'Tours, — 
In presence of the kings of France and Sicil, 
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The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, and 
Alengpn, 
Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty reverend 
bishops, 
I have perform'd my task, and was espous'd: 
And humbly now vpon my bended knee, 
In sight of England and her lordly peers, 
Deliver up my title in the queen 
To your most gracious hands, that are the sub- 
| stance 
Of that great shadow I did represent; 
The happiest gift that ever marqueſs gave, 
The fairest queen that ever king receiv'd. 
K. Hen, Suffolk, arise. — Welcome, queen 
. ; Margaret : 
I can expreſs no kinder sign of love, 
Than this kind kiſs. — O Lord, that lends me 
life, | i 
Lend me a heart 1eplete with thankfulneſs! 
For thou hast given me, in this beauteous face, 
A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 
* If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 
0. Mar. Great king of England, and my gra- 
cions lord; 
„The mutual conference that my mind hath 
| had — __ 
© By day, by night; waking, and in my dreams; 
In courtly company, or at my beads, — 
© With you mine alder- lefest sovereign, 
© Makes me the bolder to salute my king 
«With ruder terms; such as my wit affords, 
Aud over-joy of heart doth minister. 
K. Hen, Her sight did ravish : but her grace 
in speech, 
{Her words y-clad with wisdom's majesty, 
© Makes me, from wondering, fall to weeping 
oys; 
Such is the 'fFulneſs of my heart's content. — 
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*Lords, with one cheerful yoice welcome my 


love. 
All. Long live queen Margaret, England's hap- 
pinels ! [Flourish, 


O. Mar. We thank you all. 

Su. My lord protector, so it please your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted peace, 
Between our sovereign and the French king 

Charles, | 
*For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

Glo. [reads.] Imprimis, It is agreed between the 
French king, Charles, and William de la Poole, 
marqueſs of Suffolk, ambassador for Henry king of 
England, — that the said Henry Shall espouse the 
lady Margaret, daughter unto Reigmer hing of 
Naples, Sicilia, and Jerusalem; and crown her 
queen of England, ere the thirtieth of May next 
ensuing, — Item, That the dutchy of Anjou and 
the county of Maine, Shall be released and delt- 
vered to the hing her father — 

K. len. Uncle, how now ? 

Glo. Pardon me, gracious lord; 

Some sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart, 
And dimm'd mine eyes, that I can read no fur- 
ther, 

K. Hen, Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on- 

Win. Item, — It is further agreed between 
them, — that the dutchies o Anjou and Maine 
Shall be released and delivered over to the king her 
father; and she sent over to the king of England's 
oun proper cost and charges, uithout having 
dowry. | 

K. ſen. They please us well. — Lord marquels, 

kneel down; 
We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 
And girt thee with the sword. — 
Cousin of York, we here discharge your grace 
From being regent in the parts of France, 
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Till term of eighteen months be full expir'd. — 
Thanks, uncle Winchester, Gloster, York, and 
Buckingham, 
Somerset, Salishurv, and Warwick; 
We thank you all for this great favour done, 
In entertainment to my princely queen, 
Come, let us in; and with all speed provide 
To see her coronation be perform'd. 
[Exeunt King, Queen, and Svrrork. - 
Glo. Brave peers of England, pillars of the 
state, 
©To you duke Humphrey must unload his grief, 
Jour grief, the common grief of all the land. 
What! did my brother Henry spend his youth, 
His valour, coin, and people, in the wars? 
©Did he so often lodge in open field, 
In winter's cold, and summer's parching heat, 
To conquer France, his true inheritance ? 
© And did my brother Bedford toil his wits, 
To keep by policy what Henry got? 
© Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 
© Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Receiv'd deep scars in France and Normandy ? 
Or hath mine uncle Beaufort, and myself, 
«With all the learned council of the realm, 
*Study'd so long, sat in the council- house, 
Early and late, debating to and fro 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in 
awe? 
And hath his highneſs in his infancy 
Been crown'd in Paris, in despight of foes; 
© And $hall these labours, and these honours, die? 
Shall Henry's conquest, Bedford's vigilance, 
Your deeds of war, and all our counsel, die? 
© O peers of England, shameful is this league! 
Fatal this marriage! cancelling your fame; 
* Blotting your names from hooks of memory; 
(Razing the characters of your renown 


* 


PDefacing monuments of conquer'd France; 
? Undoing all, as all had never been! 
© Car, Nephew, what means this passionate 
discourse 
This peroration with such circumstance? 
For France, 'tis ours; and we will keep it still. 
* Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can; 
* But now it is impossible we should: 
Suffolk, the new - made duke that rules the roast, 
© Hath given the dutchies of Anjou and Maine 
* Unto the poor king Reignier, whose large style 
* Agrees not with the leannels of his purse. 
Fal. Now, by the death of him that dy'd for 
all, 

These counties were the keys of Normandy : 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son? 
War. For grief that they are past recovery: 

For, were there hope to conquer them again, 
My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no 
tears. 

Anjou and Maine! myself did win them both; 
„Those provinces these arms of mine did con- 
quer: 
And are the cities, that T got with wounds, 
„Deliver'd up again with peaceful words? 
Mort Dieu! 
* York. For Suffolk's duke — may he be suf- 
focate, 
* That dims the honour of this warlike isle! 
* France should have torn and rent my very 
heart, 
* Before T would have yielded to this league. 
J never read but England's kings have had 
© Large sums of gold, and dowries, with their 
wives: 
© And our king Henry gives away his own, 
To match with her that brings no vantages, 
* Glo. A proper jest, and never heard before, 


Jesu maintain you? royal excellence 
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* That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth, 


*For costs and charges in transporting her! 
* She should have staid in France, and starv'd in 
France, 


* Before — 

* Car, My N of Gloster, now you grow too 

ot; 

It was the pleasure of my lord the king. 

Glo. My lord of Winchester, I know your 

mind; | | 
©Tis not my speeches that you do mislike, 
But 'tis my presence that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out: Proud prelate, in thy face 
I sce thy fury: if J longer stay, 
©We sball begin our ancient bickerings. — 
Lordings, farewel; and say, when I am gone, 
I prophesy'd — France will be lost ere long. 
| [ Exit. | 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 4 
"Tis known to you, he is mine enemy: 2 
*Nay, more, an enemy unto you all; | 
And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 
* Consider, lords, — he is the next of blood, 
* And heir apparent to the English crown; 
* Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 
* And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 
There's reason he should be displeas'd at it. 
Look to it, lords; let not his smoothing words 
* Bewitch your hearts; be wise, and circumspect. 
What though the common people favour him, 
© Calling him — Humphrey, the good duke of Glos- 

ter ; 

© Clapping their hands, and crying with loud 
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1 
With — God preserve the good duke Humphrey! 
J fear me, lords, for all this flattering plols, 


*He will be found a dangerous protector. 
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* Buck, Why should he then protect our so- 
vereign, a 
*He being of age to govern of himself? 
Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 
And all together, — with the duke of Suf- 
folk, — 
We'll quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his 
seat. 
* Car, This weighty busineſs will not brook 
delay ; 
*I'Il to the duke "of Suffolk presently. [ Exit. 
© Som, Cousin of Buckingham, though Hum- 
phrey's pride, 
© And greatnels of his place be grief to us, 
„Vet let ns watch the baughty cardinal ; 
© His insolence is more intolerable 
© Than all the princes in the land beside; 
If Gloster be displac'd, he'll be protector. 
Buch. Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be pro- 
tector, | 
* Despight duke Humphrey, or the cardinal. 
[Exeunt Buckincuam and SOMERSET. 
Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
*While these do Jabour for their own prefer- 
meut, 
©Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 
J never saw but Humphrey duke of Gloster 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman. 
„Oft bave I seen the haughty cardinal — 
© More like a soldier, than a man o'the church, 
„As stout, and proud, as he were lord of all, — 
«Swear like a rufhan, and demean himself 
© Unlike the ruler of a common-weal. — 
Warwick my son, the comfort of my age! 
Thy deeds, thy plainneſs, and thy house- 
| keeping, 
© Hath won the greatest favour of the commons, 


_ *Excepting none but good duke Humphrey. — 


%,. 


And, as we may, cherich duke Humphrey's 
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© And, brother York, thy acts in Treland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline; 

©Thy late exploits done in the heart of France, 

*When thou wert regent for our sovereign, 

Have made thee fear'd, and honour'd, of the 
eople ; — 

Join we together, for the publick good; 

In what we can, to bridle and suppreſs 

The pride of Suffolk, and the cardina], 

Wich Somerset's and Buckingham's ambition; 


e 
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deeds, 
© While they do tend the profit of the land. 
ar. So God help Warwick, as he loves the 


_ land, $ 

* And common profit of his country! * 
* York. And so says York, for he hatb greatest | 
Cause. i 

Fal. Then let's make haste away, andlook unto ix 


the main, 
Var. Unto the main! O father, Maine is lost; 
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did 


win, 

* And would have kept, so long as breath did 
last: 

Main chance, father, you meant; but I meant 
Maine; 


Which I will win from France, or else be slain. 
[Exeunt Warwick and SALISBURY. 

York. Anjou and Maine are given to the French; 

*Paris is lost; the state of Normandy 

*Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 

* Suffolk concluded on the articles; 

*The peers agreed; and Henry was well pleas'd, 

Jo change two dukedoms for a duke's fair 
daugliter. 

*T cannot blame them all; What is't to them? 

**Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 


—— 
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* Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their. 
illage, 

* And purchase friends, and give to courtezans, 

* Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone: 

* While as the silly owner of the goods | 

* Wezps over them, and wrings his hapleſs hands, 

And shakes his head, and trembling stands 

aloof, 

* While all is shar'd, and all is borne away; 

* Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own. 

So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue, 

While bis own lands are bargain'd for, and sold. 

* Methinks, the realms of England, France, and 

Ireland, 

*Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood, 

* As did the fatal brand Althea burn'd, 

* Unto the prince's heart of Calydon. 

Anjou and Maine, both given unto the French! 

Cold news for me; for I had hope of France, 

Even as I have of fertile England's soil. 

A day will come, when York shall claim his own, 

And therefore I will take the Nevil's parts, 

And make a shew of love to proud duke Hum- 
hrey, 

And, when s, advantage, claim the crown, 

For that's the golden mark I seck to hit: 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 

Nor hold the scepter in his childish fist, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crovyn. 

Then, York, be still a while, till time do serve: 

Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep, 

To pry into the secrets of the state; 

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love, 

With his new bride, and England's dear-bought 
ueen, 

And Humphrey with the peers be fall'n at jars: 

Then will I raise aloft the milk-whbite rose, 
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With whose sweet smell the air shall be per- 
fum' d; 

And in my standard bear the arms of York, 

To grapple with the house of Lancaster; 

And, force perforce, I'll make him yield the 


crown, 
Whose bookish rule hath pull'd fair England 
down. [Exit. 


SCENE II. 


The same. A Room in the duke of Gloster's 
housge. 


Enter GrosrER and the Dutcheſs. 


Dutch. Why droops my lord, like oyer-ripen'd 

corn, | 

Hanging the head at Ceres' plenteous load 

*Why doth the great duke Humphrey knit his 
brows, 

* As frowning at the favours of the world? 

*Why are thine eyes fix'd to the sullen earth, 

* Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight? 

© What $ee'st thou there? king Henry's diadem, | 

* Inchas'd with all the honours of the world? 

* If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 

* Until thy head be circled with the same. 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold: — 

„What, is't too short? Il lengthen it with mine: 

* And, having both together heav'd it up, 

* We'll both together lift our heads to heaven; 

* And never more abase our sight s0 low, 

* As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 

Glo. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy 

lord, 

©Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts: 
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And may that thought, when I imagine ill 
Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry, 
Be my last breathing in this mortal world! 
My e N this night doth make me 
sad. 
© Putch, What dream'd my lord? tell me, and 
I'll requite it 
With sweet rehearsal of my morning's dream. 
© Glo. Methought, this staff, mine office-badge 
in court, 
© Was broke in twain; by whom, I have forgot, 
But, as T think, it was by the cardinal; 
© And on the pieces of the broken wand 
© Were plac'd the heads of Edmond duke of So- 
merset, 
And William de la Poole first duke of Suffolk. 
© This was my dream; what it doth bode, God 
knows. 
© Dutch. Tut, this was nothing but an argu- 
| ment, 
That he, that breaks a stick of Gloster's grove, 
© Shall lose his bead for bis presumption. 
©But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke: 
Miethought, I sat in seat of majesty, 
In the cathedral church of Westminster, 
And in that chair where kings and queens are 
crown'd ; ; 
Where Henry, and dame Margaret, kneel'd to 
me, 
© And on my head did set the diadem. 
Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright: 
* Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtur'd Eleanor! 
Art thou not second woman in the realm; 
And the protector's wife, belov'd of him? 
Hast thou not wordly pleasure at command, 
* Above the reach or compals of thy thought? 
And wilt thou still be hammering treachery, 
* To tumble dowa thy husband, and thyself, 
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* From top of honour to disgrace's feet ? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more. 
© Dutch. What, what, my lord! are you $80 
cholerick ; 
«With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ? 
Next time, I'll keep my dreams unto myself, 
« And not be check'd. 
© Glo, Nay, be not angry, I am pleas'd again. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. My lord protector, 'tis his highneſs' 
leasure, 
*You do prepare to ride unto Saint Albans, 
©\Vhereas the king and queen do mean to hawk. 
*Glo. I go. — Come, Nell, thou wilt ride 
with us? 
© Dutch. Yes, my good lord, I'll follow pre- 
sently. 
[Exzeunt GrosTrr and Messenger. 
Follow J must, I cannot go before, 
While Gloster bears this base and humble mind. 
* Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 
*I would remove these tedious stumbling- blocks, 
And smooth my way upon their headleſs necks; 
* And, being a woman, I will not be slack 
Fo play my part in fortune's pageant. 
Where are you there! Sir John! nay, fear not, 
man, 
We are alone; here's none but thee, and I. 


Enter Hu uE. 


Hume. Jesu preserve your royal majesty! 
Dutch. What say'st thou, majesty! I am but 


grace. ., 
Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume's 
| advice, 


our 
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©Your grace's title shall be multiply'd. 
Dutch. What say'st thou, man? hast thou as 
yet conferr'd 
With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch; 
And Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer ? 
And will they undertake to do me good? 
Hume. This they have promised, — to shew 
your highnels 
A spirit rais'd from depth of under ground, 
„That shall make answer to such questions, 


As by your grace shall be propounded him. 


Dutch. It is enough; PI] think upon the 
| uestions: 
When from saint Albans we do make return, 
We'll see these things effected to the full. 
Here, Hume, take this reward; make merry, 
man, 
„With thy confederates in this weighty cause. 
[Exit Dutcheſs. 
* Hume. Hume must make merry with the dut- 
chels* gold; 
Marry, and shall. But, how now, Sir John 
Hume ? 
Seal up your lips, and give no words but — 
mum! 
„The businels asketh silent secrecy. 
Dame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch: 
* Gold cannot come amils, were she a devil. 
Vet have I gold, flies from another coast: 


I dare not say, from the rich cardinal, 


And from the great and new - made duke of Suf- 
folk ; 

Jet I do find it so: for, to be plain, 

„They, knowing dame Eleanor's aspiring humour, 

© Have hired me to undermine the dutchels, 

„And buz these conjurations in her brain. 

They say, A crafty knaye does need no broker; 

*Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal's broker. 


Vol. V. B 
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ume, if you take not heed, you shall go near 
To call them both — a pair of crafty knaves, 
*Well, so it stands: And thus, I fear, at last, 
* Hume's knavery will be the dutcheſs' wreck; 
* And her attainture will be Humpbrey's fall: 
Sort how it Will, I shall have gold for all. 

[ Exit. 


SCENE III. 


The came. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter PETER, and Others, with Petitions. 


41. Pet. My masters, let's stand close; my lord 
protector will come this way by and by, and 
©then we may deliver our supplications in the 
quill, 

g. Pet. Marry, the Lord protect him, for he's 
ca good man! Jesu blels him! 


Enter SUFFOLK, and Queen MARGARET. 


*I. Pet. Here 'a comes, methinks, and the queen 
* with him: I'll be the first, sure. 

©2, Pet. Come back, fool; this is the duke of 
© Sulfolk, and not my lord protector. 

© Suf. How now, fellow? would'st any thing 
«with me? 

I. Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me! I took 
(ye for my lord protector. 
. Mar. (reading the superscription.] To m 
lord protector! are your supplications to his lord- 
ship? Let me see them: What is thine? 

1. Pet. Mline is, an't please your grace, against 
* John Goodman, my lord cardinal's man, for 
Keeping my house, and lands, and wife and all, 
from me. 
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Suf. Thy wife too? that is some wrong, in- 
deed. — What's your's ? — What's here! frends.] 
Against the duke o Suffolk, for enclosing the com- 
mon of Melford. — How now, sir knave? 

2. Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of 
our whole township. 

Peter, [presenting his petition. J Against my 


master, Thomas Horner, for saying, That the 


duke of York was rightfu] heir to the crown. 

O. Mar, What say'st thou? Did the duke of 
Vork say, he was rightful heir to the crown? 

© Peter, That my master was! No, forsooth : 
*my master said, That he was; and that the king 
© was an usurper. 

Suf. Who is there? [Enter Servants.] — Take 
this fellow in, and send for his master with a 
pursuivant presently: — we'll hear more of your 
matter beſore the king. 

[Exeunt Servants, with Pertrn. 

0. Mar. And as for you, that love to be 

protected 
„Under the wings of our protector's grace, 
© Begin your suits anew, and sue to him. 
[tears the petitions, 
© Away, base cullions! — Suffolk, let them go. 

All. Come, let's be gone. [Exeunt Petitioners, 

*0. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, say, is this 

the guise, | 
*Is this the fashion in the court of England? 
*Is this the government of Britain's isle, 
* And this the royalty of Albion's king? 
What! sball king Henry be a pupil still, 
* Under the surly Gloster's governance? 
Am TI a queen in title and in style, 
* And must be made a subject to a duke? 
„I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours 
Thou ran'st a tilt in honour of my love, 
And stol'st away the ladies' hearts of France; 


B 2 
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<[ thought, king Henry bad resembled thee, 


In courage, courtship, and proportion: 
© But all his mind is bent to holineſs, 
* To number Ave-Maries on his beads: 
* His e are — the prophets, and apos- 
ties; 
| * Flis weapons, holy saws of sacred writ; 
* His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
* Are brazen images of canoniz'd saints. 
J would, the college of the cardinals 
* Would choose him pope, and carry him to 
| Rome, 
U * And set the triple crown upon his head; 
þ * That were a state fit for his holineſs. 
Sf. Madam, be patient: as I was cauge 
| Your highnels came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace's full content. 
| * 0. Mar. Beside the Bangbt protector, have 
we Beaufort, | 


But can do more in England than the king. 
| * Suf. And he of these, that can do most of 
all, 
| 
| 


[ | 

| 

| *The imperious churchman; Somerset, Bucking- 
| ham, 

| + And grumbling York: and not the least of 

| these, 


* Cannot do more in England than the Nevils: 
* Salisbury, and Warwick, are no simple peers. 
. Mar. Not all these lords do vex me half 

so much, 

© As that proud dame, the lord protector's wife. 

© She sweeps it through the court with troops 
of ladies, | 

i ©More like an empreſs, than duke Humphrey's 

i. | wife; | 

1 Strangers in court do take her for the queen: 

{| *She bears a duke's revenues on her back, 

| And in her heart she scorns our poverty; 
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* Shall J not live to be aveng'd on her? 

* Contemptuous base- born callat as She is, 

© She vaunted *mongst her minions th'other day, 

The very train of her worst wearing - gown 

Was better worth than all my father's lands, 

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his 
daughter. | 

Sf. Madam, myself have lim'd a bush for 

her; 

* And plac'd a quire of such enticing birds, 

hat she will light to listen to the lays, 

* And never mount to trouble you again. 

* So, let her rest: And, madam, list to me; 

or I am bold to counsel you in this. 

* Although we faucy not the cardinal, 

* Yet must we join with him, and with the 


lords, 

Till we have brought duke IIumphrey in dis- 
grace. 

* As for the duke of York, — this late com- 
plaint 


Will make but little for his beneſit: 
* So, one by one, we'll weed them all at last, 


* And you yourself shall steer the happy belm. 


Enter King Hexry, York and SomenSET convers- 
ing with him; Duke and Dutcheſs of Grosten, 
Cardinal Braurokr, BuCkixGuam, SALLS® 
PURY, and WAnwick. N 


IK. Ilen. For my part, noble Jords, I care not 
which; 
Or Somerset, or Vork, all's one to me. 
lork, It York have ill demean'd himself in 
France, 
Then let him be denay'd the regentship. 
Som. If Somerset he unworthy of the place, 
Let Yerk be regent, I will yield to him. 
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Mur. Whether your grace be worthy, yea, 
or no, 
Dispute not that; York is the worthier. 
Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters 


speak. 

War. The cardinal's not my better iu the 
field. 

Buck. All in this presence are thy betters, 
Warwick. 

Var. Warwick may live to be the best of 
all. 

* Sal. Peace, son; — and shew some reason, 
Buckingham, 


Why Somerset should be preferr'd in this. 
* 0. Mar, Because the king, forsooth, will 
have it 50. 
© Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself 
To give his censure: these are no women's 
matters. 
O. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs 
your grace 
Jo be protector of his excellence? 
© Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm; 


© And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 


Sf. Revign it then, and leave thine inso- 
lence. 
Since thou wert king, (as who is king, but 
thou?) 


The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck : 
* The Dauphin bath yrevaild beyond the seas; 
* And all the peers and nobles of the realm 
Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignty. 
* Car, The commons hast thou rack'd; the 
clergy's bags 
* Are lank and lenn with thy extortions. 
Som. Thy 5umptnous buildings, and thy 
wafe's attire, 
* Have cost a mals of publick treasury. 


* 


* 
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* Buck. Thy cruelty in execution, 
* Upon offenders, hath exceeded law, 
* And left thee to the mercy of the law. 
* 0. Mar. Thy sale of offices, and towns in 
France, — 
* Tf they were known, as the suspect is great, — 
* Would make thee quickly hop without thy 
head. 
[Exit GrosTEnR., The Queen drops her fan. 
© Give me my fan: What, minion! can you not? 
[gives the Dutcheſs à box on the ear. 
J cry you mercy, madam; Was it you? 
« Dutch. Was't I? yea, I it was, proud 
Frenchwoman: 


Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 


I'd set my ten commandments in your face. 
R. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas against 
her will. 
* Dutch, Against her will! Good king, look 
to't in time; 
*She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a 
baby; — 


» Though in this place most master wear no 


breeches, 

She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng'd. 
[ Exit Dutchels. 
* Duck, Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor, 
* And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds: 
She's tickled now; her fume needs no spurs, 

* She'll gallop fast enough to her destruction. 
[ Exzic BuCkinGuaM, 


Re-enter GLosrERn. 


* Glo, Now, lords, my choler being over— 
blown 
With walking once about the quadrangle, 
J come to talk of commonwealth-affairs. 


— — — — 
* 
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As for your spightful false objections, 
*Prove them, and I liz open to the law: 
*But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 

* As I in duty love my king and country! 

* But, to the matter that we have in hand: — 
I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
FTo be your regent in the realm of France. 


* Suj. Before we make election, give me leave 
To sbew some reason of no little force, 
That York is most unmeet of any man. 


© York, T'!l tell thee, Suffolk, why I am un- 
meet. 

First, for J cannot flatter thee in pride: 
Next, if I be appointed for the place, 
*My lord of Somerset will keep me here, 
Without discharge, money, or furniture, 
Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands. 
* Last time, I danc'd attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was besieg'd, famish'd, and lost. 


Var. That I can witnels; and a fouler fact 
* Did never traitor in the land commit. 


Suf. Peace, head -strong Warwick! 
I ar. Image of pride, Why should I hold my 
peace? 


Enter Servants of SurrorLk, bringing in HonxER 
and PeTER. 


Suf. Because here is a man accus'd of trea- 
son: 
Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself? 
* York. Doth any one accuse York for a 
traitor ? 
* K, Hen. What mean'st thou, Suffolk? Tell 
me: What are these? 
Ff. Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason: 
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His words were these: — that Richard; duke 
of Vork, 

Was rightful heir unto the Fuglish crown; 

And that your majesty was an usurper. 

K. Hen. Say, men, were these thy words? 

Hor. An't shall please your majesty, I never 
«aid nor thought any such matter: God is my 
witneſs, T am falsely accus'd by the villain. 

Pet. By these ten bones, my lords, [holdins up 
© his hands.) he did speak them to me in the garret 
© one night, as we were scouing my lord of 
© York's armour. 

* York. Base dunghill-villain, and mechanical, 
I'll have thy head for this thy traitor's 

specch: — 
„J do beseech your royal majesty, 
Let him have all the rigour of the law. 

Tor. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake 
the words. My accuser 1s my prentice; and when 
I did correct him for his fault the otber day, he 
did vow upon bis knees he would be even with 
me: I have good witnels of this; therefore, I 
beseech your majesty, do not cast away an honest 
man for a villain's accusation. 

N. Ilen. Uncle, what shall we say to this iu 

law ? 

* Glo. This doom, my lord, if J may judge. 
© Let Somerset be regent o'er the French, 
Because in York this breeds suspicion: 

* And let these have a day appointed them 

„For single combat, in convenient place; 

For he hath witneſs of his servant's malice : 

This is the law, and this duke Humphrey's 
doom. 

Som, I bumbly thank your royal majesty. 

Tor, And J accept the combat willingly, 
Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight; * for God's 
„sake, pity my case! the spight of man prevaileth 
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* against me. O Lord, have mercy upon me! J 
shall never be able to light a blow: O Lord, 
*my heart! 
Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight,” or else be 
hang'd. 
K. Hen, Away with them to prison: and 
the day 
„Of combat shall be the last of the next 
month. — 
* Come, Somerset, we'll see thee sent away. 
[Excunt, 


r 
The ame. The Dute of Gloster's Garden. 


Enter MaAnoERT JounpDaArn, Hume, SourTuwsEl.1., and 
BolI NON OK E. . 


* Hume. Come, my masters; the dutcheſs, I 
* tell you, expects performance of your promises. 

* Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro- 
*vided: Will her ladyship behold and hear our 
* exoOrcisms ? 

* Hume. Ay; What else? Fear you not her 
© courage. 

* Boling. T have heard her reported to he a wo- 
* man of an invincible spirit: But it shall be con- 
* venient, master Hume, that you be by her aloft, 
* while we be busy below; aud so, I pray you, 
go in God's name, and leave us. | Exit Hume.) 
© Mother Jourdain, be you prosirate, and grovel 
don the earth: — John Southwell, read you; 
*and let us to our work. 


Enter Dutcheſs, above. 4 


* Dutch. Well said, my masters; and welcome 
all. To this geer; the soond the better. 


. 


me 
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* Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know 
their times: Py 
Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night, 
„The time of night when Troy was set on fire; 
„The time when scritch-owls cry, and ban-dogs 
how], | 
© And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their 
graves, 
That time best fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, sit you, and fear not; whom we raise, 
We will make fast within a haillow'd verge. 
[ Here they perform the ceremonies appartaming, 
and male the circle; Bolingbroke, or South. 
well, reads, Conjuro te, etc. It thunders and 
lightens terribly ; then the spirit riseth., 
* Spir. Adsum. 
M. Jourd. Asmath, 
* By the eternal God, whose name and power 
Thou tremblest at, answer that Isliall ask; 
* For, till thou speak, thou shalt not pals from 
hence. 
Fire Ask what thou wilt: — That I had 
said and done! | 
Boling. First, of the king. That Shall of him 
become? [Reading out of a paper. 
Syir, The duke yet lives, that Henry shall 
depose; 
But him out-live, and die a violent death. 
[As the Spirit h e,, Southwell writes the 
answer. 
Boling. VJ hat fate awaits the dule of Suſfo)k ? 
Spir. By Water shall he die, and take his 
end, 
Boling. What $hall befall the duke of Somer- 
det? 
Spir. Let him sbun castles; 
Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains, 
Than where castles mounted stand. 


* 
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Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 
* Boling. Descend to darkneſs, and the burning 
lake: 
False fend, avoid! 
[ Thunder and lightning, Spirit descends. 


Enter York, and BuckixGnan, Hastily, with 
their guards, and others, 


© York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and 
their trash. 
©Beldame, I think, we watch'd you at an inch. — 
What, madam, are you there? the king aud 
— commonweal 
© Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains; 
«My lee rotector wall, I doubt it not, 
© See you well guerdon'd for these good deserts. 
* Dutch. Not half so bad as thine to Eng- 
land's king, 
* Injurious duke; that threat'st where is no 
cause. 
* Buck, True, malam, none at all. What call 
you this? [Shewing her the papers. 
Away with them; let them be clapp'd up 
close, | 
© And kept asunder: — You, madam, shall with 
us: — 
Stafford, take her to thee. — 
[Exit Dutcheſs from above. 


We'll see your trinkets here all forth - coming z 
„All. — Away! 


[ Exeunt guards, with SoutTn. Porrx6. etc. 


Tork. Lord Buckingham, methinks, yon 
watch'd her well: 
A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon! 
Now, pray, my lord, let's see the devil's writ. 
What have we here? [Reads 
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The duke yet lives, that Henry Shall depose; 
But him out-live, and die a violent death, 

* hy, this is just. 

* Ain te, Acacida, Tromanos vincere posse. 

Well, to the rest: 

Teil me, what fate awnits the duke of Suffolk? 
By Water shall he die, and take his end. — 
Lj hat shall betide the duke of Somerset? — 


Let him hun castles; 


Safer Shall he be upon the Sandy plains, 

Than where castles mounted stand. 

* Come, come, my lords; 

These oracles are hardily attain'd, 

* \nd hardly understood. 

The king is now in progreſs towards saint 
Albans ; 

„Wich him, the husband of this lovely lady: 

©Thither go these news, as fast as horse can 
carry them; 

© A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. 

Bucht. Your grace shall give me leave, my 

lord of York, ( 

„To be the post, in hope of his reward. 


© York. At your pleasure, my good lord, — 
Who's within there, ho! | 


Enter a Servant. 


Invite my lords of Salisbury, and Warwick, 
„To sup with me to-morrow night. — Away! 


[Excunt. 
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1 Saint Allans. 


3 — 
A Enter King Hr & RT, Oueen Mang aAnr, Gros rn, Car- 
dinal, and SUFFOLK, with falconers hollaing. 


© 0. Mar. Believe me, lords, for flying at the 
brook, | 
J saw not better sport these seven years' day: 
Jet, by your leave, the wind was very high; 
And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 
K. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your 
falcon made, | 
© And what a pitch she flew above the rest! — 
„To see how God in all his creatures works! 
*Yea, man and birds, are fain of climbing high. 
1 No marve], an it like your majesty, 
My lord protector's hawks do tower so well; 
They know, their master loves to be aloft, 
* And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pitch. 
© Glo. My lord, *tis but a base ignoble mind 
© hat mounts no higher than a bird can soar. 
© Car, I thought as much; he'd be above the 


f | clouds. 
5 © Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal; How think you 
1 by that? 

Ml, Were it not good, your grace could fly to 
'F heaven ? 


K. len. The treasury of everlasting joy! 

1 Car. Thy heaven is on earth; thine eyes 
and thoughts 

Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart; 

Pernicious protector, dangerous peer, 
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That smooth'st it so with king and common- 
weal ! 
© Glo. What, cardinal, is your priesthood 
grown peremptory ? 
* Tantacne animis caeleitibus ire? 
© Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such 
malice; 
„With such holineſs can you do it? 
Sf. No malice, sir; no more than well be- 
comes 
©So good a quarrel, and 80 bad a peer. 
Glo. As who, my lord? 
1 Why, as you, my lord; 
An't'like your lorily lord-protectorship. 
Glo. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine in- 
solence. 
O. Mar. And thy ambition, Gloster. 
K. Hen. I pr'ythee, peace, 
Good queen; and whet not on these furious 
peers, kh 
For blessed are the peace- makers on earth. 
Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make, 
Against this proud protector, with my sword! 
Glo. Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere come 


to that! ſAside to the Cardinal. 

Car. Marry, when thou dar'st. [Aside. 

Clo. Make up no factious numbers for the 
matter, 


In thine own person answer thy abuse, [Aside, 


Car. Ay, where thou dar'st not peep: an if 
thou dar'st, 


This evening, on the east-side of the grove. 


[Aside. 
K. Hen. How now, my lords? 
Car. Believe me, cousin Gloster, 
„Had not your man put up the fowl so sud- 
denly, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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We had had more sport. — Come with thy two- 
hand sword. [Aide to Gro. 
Glo. True, uncle. | 
Car. Are you advis'd? — the east-side of the 
royer -- | : 
Glo. Cardinal, J am with you. (Aide. 
K. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster? 
„Glo. Talking of hawking; nothing else, my 
lord. — 
Now, by God's mother, priest, III shave your 
crown for this, 


* Or all my fence shall fail. [Azide. 
Car. Medice teipsum; [Aside. 

Protector, see to't well, protect yourself. 
[Aside. 


K. Hen. The winds grow high; so do your 
stomachs, lords. 
* How irksome is this musick to my heart! 
When such strings jar, what hope of har- 
mony ? 
* I pray, my lords, let me compound this strife. 


Enter an Inhabitant of Saint Albans, crying , 
A Muacle! 


Glo. What means this noise? : 
Fellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim ? 
Inhab. A miracle! a miracle! 
Suf. Come to the king, and tell him what 
miracle. 
Inhab. Forsooth, a blind man at saint Alban's 
shrine, 
Within this half hour, hath receiv'd his sight; 
A man, that ne'er saw in his life before. 
*K. Hen. Now, God be prais'd! that to be- 
heving souls 
© Gives light in darkneſs, comfort in despair! 


25 Enter 
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Euter the Mayor of Saint Albans, and his brethren ; 
and Sturcox, borne between two persons in a 
chair; his wife and a great multitude following, 


* Car. Here come the townsmen on proces- 
sion, 
*To present your highneſs with the man. 
* K. Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly 
vale, 
* Although by his sight his sin be multiply'd, 
* Glo. Stand by, my masters, bring bim near 
the king, 
* His highneſs' pleasure is to talk with him. 
K. Hen, Good fellow, tell us here the cir- 
cumstance, 
* That we for thee may glorify the Lord. 
What, hast thou been long blind, and now 
restor'd ? 
Simp. Born blind, an't please your grace. 
IVife. Ay, indeed, was he. 
Ff. What woman is this? 
Wife. His wife, an't like your worship. 
Glo. Had'st thou been his mother, thou could'st 
have better told. 
K. Hen. Where wert thou born? 
Simp. At Berwick in the north, an't like your 
race. . 
K. Hen. Poor soul! God's goodneſs bath been 
great to thee: 
Let never day nor night unhallow'd pals, 
But still remember what the Lord hath done. 
. Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam'st thou 
here by chance, | 
Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ? 
Simp. God knows, of pure devotion; being 
call'd 
A hundred times, and oftner, in wy sleep 
By good saint Alban; who said, — Simpcox, 
come 
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Come, offer at my $hrine, and IT will help thee. 
| Miſe. Most true, forsooth; and many time 


and oft 


Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 


— 


Car. What, art thou lame? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me! 

Suf. How cam'st thou 80? 

Simp. A fall off of a tree. 

I fe. A plum-tree, master. 

Glo. How long hast thou been blind ? 

Simp. O, born so, master. 

Glo. What, and would'st climb a tree? 

Simp. But tbat in all my life, when I was a 
youth. 

* I ife. Too true; and bought his climbing 
very dear. 

* Glo. Mals, thou lov'dst plums well, that 

| would'st venture 80. 

© Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desir'd 

some damsons, 


© And made me climb, with danger of my life. 


* Glo. A subtle knaye! but yet it shall not 
Serve. — 


Let me see thine eyes: — wink now; — now 


open them: — 


In my opinion, yet thou see'st not well. 


Simp. Yes, master, clear as day; I thank God, 
and saint Alban, | 


Glo. Say'st thou me so? What colour is this 


cloak of? 

Simp. Red, master; red as blood. 

Glo. Why, that's well said: what colour is 
my gown of? 

Simp. Black, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet. 


K. Hen. Why then, thou know'st what colour 
jet is of? / 


Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 
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Glo. But cloaks, and gowns, before this day, 
a many. N 
* JJ iſe, Never, before this day, in all his 
life. 
Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what's my name? 
Simp. Alas, master, I know not. 
Glo. What's his name? 
Simp. I know not. 
Glo. Nor his ? 
Simp. No, indeed master. 
Glo. What's thine own name? 
Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you, 
master. 
Glo. Then Saunder, sit there, the lyingest 
knave | 
In Christendom. If thou had'st been born blind, 
Thou might'st , as well have known all our 
names, 


As thus to name the several colours we 
Do wear, | Sight may distinguish of colours; 


But suddenly to nominate them all, 

It is impossible. — | 

My lords, saint Alban here hath done a miracle; 

And would ye not think that cunning to be 
great, 

That could restore this cripple to his legs again ? 


Simp. O, master, that you could! 
Glo. My masters of saint Albans, have you not 


1 beadles in your town, and things call'd whips ? 


May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Glo. Then send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither 
straight. [ Exit an Attendant. 


Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by, 


[A ctool brought out.] Now, sirrah, if you mean 


to save yourself from whipping, leap me over 


this stool, and run away. 
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Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand 
alone: 
You go about to torture me in yain. 


Re-enter Attendant, with the Beadle. 


Glo. Well, sir, we must have you find, your 
legs. Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over 


that same stool. 


Bead. I will, my lord. — Come on, sirrah; 

off with your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, master, What shall I do? I am not 

able to stand. 

[After the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps 
over the stool, and runs awry and the people 
follow, and ery, A Miracle! 

* K. Hen. O God, see'st thou this, and bear'st 


so long? 
O. Mar. It made me laugh, to see the vil- 
. lain run. 1 
* Glo. Follow the knave; and take this drab 


away. 

Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 
Glo. Let them be whipt through every market 
town till they come to Berwick, whence they 


came. [Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, etc. 

© Car, Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to 
day, 

uf. True; made the lame to leap, and fly 
away. | 


Glo. But you have done more miracles than I; 


Jou made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to 


fly. 
Enter BuckinGnanm. 


KR. Hen, What tidings with our cousin 
Buckingham ? 
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© Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to 
unfold. 
A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent, — 
Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of lady Eleanor, the protector's wife, 
The ring-leader and head of all this rout, — 
© Have practis'd dangerously against your state, 
© Dealing with witches, and with conjurers ; 
*Whom we have apprehended in the fact; 
„Raising up wicked spirits from under ground, 
* Demanding of king Henry's life and death, 
Aud other of your highneſs' privy council, 
© As more at large your grace shall understand. 
© Car. And so, my lord protector, by this 
means 
* Your lady is forth-coming yet at London. 
© This news, I think, hath turn'd your weapon's 


edge; 
Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your 
hour. [ Aside to Gro. 
„Glo. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict 
my heart! | 
* Sorrow and grief have vanquish'd all my 


| powers : 
* And, vanquish'd as I am, I yield to thee, 
* Or to the meanest groom. 
* K. Hen. O God, what mischiefs work the 
wicked ones ; | 
*IHeaping nxt nc on their own heads there- 
y : 
* 0. Mar. Gloster, see here the tainture of 
thy nest; 


And. look, thyself be faultleſs, thou wert best. 


b. 


Glo. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do ap- 
eal, 


>») 

How I have lov'd my king, and commouweal : 
„And, for my wife, I know not how it stands; 
Sorry I am to hear what I have beard: 
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Noble she is; but, if she have forgot 

© Honour, and virtue, and convers'd with such 

As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

1 bauieb her, my bed, and company; 

© And give her, as a prey, to law, and shame, 

That hath dishonour'd Gloster's honest name. 

K. Hen, Well, for this night, we will repose 

us here; 

To- morrow, toward London, back again, 

To look into this businels thoroughly, 

And call these foul offenders to their answers; 

And poise the cause in justice“ equal scales, 

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause 
prevails, (Flourtsch, Excunt. 


* 


8 FN II. 


London. The Duke of York's Garden. 


Enter York, SALISBURY, and W ARWICK. 


© York, Now, my good lords of Salisbury and 
Warwick, 


* Our simple supper ended. give me leave, 

In this close walk, to satisfy myselk, 

In craving your opinion of my title, 

«Which is infallible, to England's crown, 
* Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full. 
War, Sweet York, begin: and if thy claim 

be good, 

The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 

York. Then thus: — — 
Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons: 
The first, REAwerd the Black Prince, prince of 

Wales; 
The second, William of Hatfield; and the third, 
(Lionel, duke of Clarence; next to whom, 
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«Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster: 

«The fifth, was Edmond Langley, duke of York; 

The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke 
of Gloster; 

© William of Windsor was the seventh, and last. 


Edward, the Black Prince, dy'd before his 


father; 
© And left bebind him Richard, his only son. 
Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd 
as king; 
«Till Henry Bolingbroke, duke of Lancaster, 
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 


„Crowu'd by the name of Henry the Fourth, 


*Serz'd on the realm; depos'd the rightful king; 


Sent his poor queen to France, from whence 


she came, 
And him to Pomfret; where, as all yon know, 
© Harmleſs Richard was murder'd traiterously. 
Var, Father, the duke bath told the truth; 


[Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 


. Wie WENT 


1 Who married E 
© *Edmund had issue — Roger, earl of March: 
Roger had issue — Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 


Fork. Which now they hold by force, and 
not by right; 
*For*Richard, the first son's heir, being dead, 


The issue of the next son should have reign'd. 


Sal. But William of Hatfield dy'd without 
an heir. 

* York, The third son, duke of Clarence, (from 
whose line 


© *#T claim the crown,) had issue — Philippe, a 


. atk 
mund Mortimer, earl of March. 


© Sal. This Edmund, in the reigu of Bolingbroke, 
As I have read, laid claim unto the crown; 
„And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 
ho kept him in captivity, till he died, 
But, to the rest. | 
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© York, His eldest sister, Anne, 
My mother, being heir unto the crown, 
© Married Richard, earl of Cambridge; who was 
son a . 
©To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's fifth 
son. 
By her I claim the kingdom: she was heir 
To Roger, earl of March; who was the son 
Of Edmund Mortimer; who married Philippe, 
© Sole daughter unto Lionel, duke of Clarence: 
So, if the issue of the elder son 
© Succeed before the younger, I am king, 
Var. What plain proceedings are more plain 
than this ? 
« Henry doth claim the crown from John of 
Gaunt, | 
© The fourth son; York claims it from the third, 
Till Lionel's issue fails, his should not reign: 
It fails not yet; but flourishes in thee, 
And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock. — 
„Then, father Salisbury, kneel we both together; 
And, in this private plot, be we the first, 
© That sball salute our rightful sovereign 
„With honour of his birth- right to the crown. 
Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, Eng- 
land's king ! 
© York, We thank you, lords. But I am not 
your kin 
© Till I be crown'd; and that my sword be 
: stain'd | 
© With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster: 
* And that's not suddenly to be perform'd; 
*But with advice, and silent secrecy. 
* Do you, as I do, in these dangerous days, 
Wink at the duke of Suffolk's insolence, 
* At Beaufort's pride, at Somerset's ambition, 
*At Buckingham, and all the crew of them, 


* Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the flock, 
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* That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey: 
* "Tis that they seek; and they, in seeking that, 
* Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy. 
* Sal. My lord, break we off; we know your 
mind at full. 
War. My heart assures me, that the earl of 
Warwick 
© Shall one day make the duke of York a king. 
© York. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself, — 
Richard shall live to make the earl of Warwick 
The greatest man in England, but the king. 
[ Exeunt, 


Wks i © Wd» 


The same. A Hall of justice. 


Trumpets sounded. Enter King HEX Rx, Oueen Man- 
An ET, Grosrzn, YORK, SUFFOLK, and SALISBURY}; 
the Dutcheſs of GrosrER, ManrGcrry JounDALN, 
SoUuUTHWELL, HuME, and DoLiInGBROKE, under 
guard. 


K. Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Gloster's wife : 
In sight of God, and us, your guilt is great; 
Receive the sentence of the law, for sins 
Such as by God's book are adjudg'd to death. — 
*You four, from hence to prison back again; 
[to Jourd. etc, 
*From thence, unto the place of execution : 
The witch in Smithfield shall be burn'd to 
ashes, 
And you three shall be strangled on the gal- 
lows. — 
„Jou, madam, for you are more nobly born, 
p [to the Dutcheſs, 
Despoiled of your honour in your life, 


Shall, after three days open penance done, 
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Live in your country here, in banishment, 
„With sir John Stanley, in the isle of Man. 
© Dutch, Welcome is banishment, welcome 
were my death. 8 
* Glo. Eleanor, the law, thou seet's hath 
RY judged thee; 
5 * cannot justify whom the law condemns, — 
[Exeunt the Dutcheſs, and the other 
Prisoners, guarded. 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief. 
Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
© Will bring thy head with sorrow to the 
round! — | 
J beseech your majesty, give me leave to go; 
© Sorrow would solace, and mine age would 
ease. | 
KR. Hen. Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloster: 
ere thou go, 
Give up thy staff; 1 will to himself 
Protector be: aud God shall be my hope, 
My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet; 
*And go in peace, Humphrey; no leſs belov'd, 
Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 
O. Mar, i see no reason, why a king of 
years 
* Should be to be protected like a child. — 
„God and king Henry govern England's realm: 
© Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. 
© Glo, My staff? — here, noble Henry, is my 


- 


staff: 4 

As willingly do I the same resign, J 
© As e'er thy father Henry made it mine; | 7 
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 95 
As others would ambitiously receive it. 1 
© Farewel, good king: When I am dead and ; 
one, '$ 

May honourable peace attend thy throne! ; 
[Extt. , 


. > 
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* 0. Mar. Why, now is Henry king, and Mar- 


aret queen; 
* And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce him- 
self, 
„That bears so shrewd a maim; two pulls at 
once, — 
* His lady banish'd, and a limb lopp'd off; 
* This staff of honour raught: — "There let it 
stand, 
«Where it best fits to be, in Henry's hand. 
* Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs 
his sprays; | 
*Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her youngest days. 
© York, Lords, Jet him go. — Please it your 
majesty, 
This is the day appointed for the combat; 
© And ready are the appellant and defendant, 
© The armourer and his man, to enter the lists, 
So please your highnels to behold the fight. 
*. Mar. Ay, good my lord; for purposely 
therefore — 
Left I the court, to see this quarrel try'd. 
©K. Hen. O' God's name, see the lists and all 
things fit; 


Here let them end it, and God defend the right! 


* York. I never saw a fellow worse bested, 
*Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 
*The servant of this armourer, my lords, 


Enter, on one side, Horxur, and his neighbours, 
drinking to him o much that he is drunk; and 
he enters bearing his staff with a sand-bag fastens 
ed to it; a drum before him; at the other side, 
PETER, with a drum and a similar staff; ac- 
companied by prentices drinking to him. 


I. Netgh, Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to 


you in a cup of sack; And fear not, neighbour, 
you shall do well enough, 
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2. Neiglib. And here, neighbour, here's a cup 
of charneco. 

3. Neighb. And here's a pot of good double 
beer, neighbour: drink, and fear not your man. 

Hor, Let it come, i'faith, and T'll pledge you 
all; And a fig for Peter! 

I. Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee; and be 
not afraid. 

2. Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy 
master: fight for credit of the prentices. 

Pet. I thank you all: „drink, and pray for me, 
*T pray you; for, I think, I bave taken my klast 
* draught in this world.“ — Here, Robin, an if 
I die, I give thee my apron; and, Will, thon sbalt 
have my hammer: — and here, Tom, take all 
the money that I have. — O Lord, hleſs me, I 
pray God! for I am never able to deal with my 
master, he hath learnt so much fence already. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to 
blows. — Sirrah, what's thy name? 

Pet. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. Peter! what more? 

Pet. Thump. 

Sal. Thump! then see thou thump thy master 
well. 

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, 
upon my man's instigation, to prove him a knave, 
and myself an honest man: *and touching the 
„duke of York, — will take my death, I never 
meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen ; * 


o 


And therefore, Peter, have at thee with a down. 


right blow, as Bevis of Southampton fell upon 
Ascapart. Mp 
* York. Dispatch : — this knave's tongue begins 
to double, 
Sound trumpets, alarum to the combatants. 
[Alarum. They fight, and Peter strikes down 


his master. 
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Tor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confeſs, I confeſs 
treason. [Dies. 


* York. Take away his weapon: — Fellow, 
thank God, and the good wine in thy master's 
*way. 
© Pet, O God! have I overcome mine enemies 
ein this presence? O Peter, thou hast prevailed 
iin right! | 
K. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from our 
| sight; 
For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt: 
And God, in justice, hath reveal'd to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
Which he had 3 to have murder'd wrong- 
fully. — 
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. 
[Exeunt.' 


SCENE IV. 


The same. A street. 
Enter Grosrzn and Servants, in mourning cloaks. 


Glo. Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day 
35 a cloud; 
»Ands, after summer, evermore succeeds 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold: 


So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. — 
Pins, what's o'clock ? 

Serv. Ten, my lord. 

Slo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 

To watch the coming of my punish'd dutchels :; : 
neath may she endure the — streets, 

o tread them with her tender - feeling feet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 


he abject people, gazing on thy face, 
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With envious looks still laughing at thy shame; 

That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels, 
When thou didst ride in triumph through the 
| streets. 

* But, soft! I think, sbe comes; and III prepare 

My tear stain'd eyes to see her miseries. 


* 


Enter the Dutcheſs of Gros run, in a white sheet, 
with papers pinn'd upon her back, her ſeet bare, 
and a taper burmng in her hand; Sir John 


Stanley, a Sheriff, and officers, 


Serv. So please your grace, we'll take her 
from the sheriff. 


Glo. No, stir not for your lives; let her 


pals by. 
Dutch. Come you, my lord, to see my open 
shame? | 
Now thou do'st penance too. Look, how they 
aze! 


See, how the giddy multitude do point, 
„And nod their Heads, and throw their eyes on 
thee: | 
Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks; 
© And, ia thy closet pent up, rue my shame, 
And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine. 
Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this grief, 
Dutch, Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget my- 
TILE 
For, whilst I think F am thy marry'd wife, 
And thou a prince, protector of this land, 
« Methinks, I should not thus be led along, 
Mail'd up in shame, with papers on my back; 
* And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice 
*To see my tears,” and hear my deep-fet groans. 
The ruthleſs flint dot cut my tender feet; 
And, when I start, the envious people laugh, 
And bid me be advised how I tread. 
Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful yoke? 
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*Trow'st thou, that e'er III look upon the 

world ; | 

* Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun? 

© *No; dark shall be my light, and night my 

| day; 

* * To think nos my pomp, shall be my hell. 
Sometime III say, 1 am duke Humphrey's wife; 
And he a prince, and ruler of the land; 

Yet so he rul'd, and such a prince he” was, 

As he stood by, whilst I, his forlorn dutcheſs, 
Was made a wonder, and a pointing - stock, 
To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame; 
Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will. 

For Suffolk, — he that can do all in all 
With her, that hateth thee, and hates us 


* all, — 8 
And Tork, and impious Beaufort, that false 


Have all limb'd bushes to betray thy wings, 
And, fly thou how thou canst, they'll tangle 
thee; | 
But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar'd,. 
Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 
* Glo. Ab, Nell, forbear; thou aimest all 
awry; | 
1 must offend, before I be attainted : 
And bad I twenty times 80 many foes, 
And each of them had twenty times their 
A power, 
All these could not procure me any scathe, 
S8o long as I am loyal, true, and crimelels. 
Would'st have me rescue thee from this re- 
0 roach? | 
Why, yet thy scandal were not wip'd away, 
if But I in danger for the hreach of law. 
Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
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J pray thee, sort thy her t to patience; 
„These few days“ wonder will be quickly worn: 


Enter a Herald. 


Her. T 8ummon your grace to his majesty's par- 
liament, holden at Bury the first of this next 
month. 

Glo. And my consent ne'er ask'd herein be- 

| fore ! 


This is close dealing. — Well, I will be there. 


[Exit Herald. 


My Nell, I take my leave: — and, master 
Sheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the king's com- 
| mission. 
© Sher. An't please your grace, here my com- 
mission stays: 
And sir John Stanley is appointed now 
©To take her with him to the isle of Man. 
Glo. Must you, sir John, protect my lady 
here? 
Stan. So am I given in charge, may't please 
your grace. 


Glo. Entreat her not the worse, in that IX 


ray 
You use her well: the world may laugh again; 
And I may live to do you kindneſs, if 
You do it her. And so, sir John, farewel. 
Dutch, What gone, my lord; and bid me not 
farewel ? a 
© Glo, Witneſs my tears, I cannot stay to 
speak. 
[Exeunt Gros rER and Servants. 
© Dutch. Art thou gone too? * All comfort go 
with thee! 
*For none abides with me: my joy is — death; 
* Death, at whose name I oft baye been afear'd, 
E Because 


„Because I wish'd this world's eternity, -— 
Stanley, I priythee, go, aud take me hence; 
care not whither, for I beg no favour, 
* Only convey me where thou art commanded, 
Stan. Why, madam, that is to the isle of 
Man; | 
* There to be us'd according to your state. 
*Duth. That's bad enough, for I am but re- 
proach: 
* And shall 1 then be us'd reproachfvlly ? 
* Stan, Like to a dutchels, and duke Hum- 
phrey's lady, 
* According to that state you shall be us'd. 
© Dutch, Sheriff, farewel, and better than T 


fare; 
Although thou hast been conduct of my 
sbame! 
© Sher, It is my office; and, madam, pardon 
me. 


© Dutch, Ay, ay, farewel; thy office is dis- 
charg'd. — 


© Come, Stanley, shall we go? 


Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off 
this sheet, 


And go we to attire you for our journey. 
Dutch. My shame will not be shifted with 
955 my sheet: 

No, it will hang upon my richest robes, 
And shew itself, attire me how I can. 
0, lead th 3 Þ i 
34 o, lead the way; J long to see my prison. 

. [ Exeunt, 
/ 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


The Abbey at Bury. 7 


Enter to the parliament, King Henry, Queen Man- 
GARET, Cardinal BEAUFORT, SUFFOLK, YORK, 
BUckiSGHAM, and Others. 


(K. Hen. I muse, my lord of Gloster is not 
come: 5 
©Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man, 
Whate'er occasion keeps him from us now. 
. Mar. Can you not see? or will you not 
observe 
The strangenels of his alter'd countenance ? 
© With what a majesty he bears himself; 
© How insolent of late he is become, 
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike him- 


Self ? 
(We know the time, since he was mild and 
affable; 
© And, if we did but glance a far- off look, | 
(Immediately he was upon his knee, *K 
„That all the court admit'd him for submission: 1 
But meet him now, and, be it in the morn, A 


When every one will give the time of day, 
© He knits his brow, and shews an angry eye, 
„And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee, 
©Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regarded, when they prin; 
But great men tremble, when the lion roars ; 
*And Humphrey is no little man in England. 
First, note, that he is near you in descent ; 
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And, should you fall, he is the next will 
mount. 
Me seemeth then, it is no policy, — 
cRespecting what a rancorous mind he bears, 
© And bis advantage following your decease, — 
„That he should come about your royal person, 
„Or be admitted to your highneſs' council. 
By flattery hath he won the commons” hearts; 
And, when he please to make commotion, 
©Tis to be fear'd, they all will follow him. 
Now 'tis the spring, and weeds are shallow- 
rooted; | 
© Suffer them now, and they'll o'er-grow the 
arden, 
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry. 
© The reverent care, I bear unto my lord, 
© Made me collect these dangers in the duke. 
«Tf it be fond, call it a woman's fear; 
Which fear if better reasons can supplant, 
J will subscribe, and say — 1 Wrong'd the 
duke. | 
My lord of Suffolk, — Buckingham, — and 
York, — : 
© Reprove my allegation, if you can; 
© Or else conclude my words effectual. 
© Suf, EO: hath your highnels seen into this 
uke; | 
And, had I first been put to speak my mind, 
I think, I should have told your grace's tale. 


The dutchels, by his subornation, 
pon my life, began her devilish practices: 


Or if he were not privy to those faults, 
* Yet, by reputing of his high descent, 


(As next the king, he was successive heir) 


And such high vaunts of his nobility, 


5 * Did instigate the bedlam brain- sick dutchels, 


1 * By wicked means to frame our sovereign's 
fall. > 


D 2 
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Smooth runs the water, where the brook is 
deep; 

* And in his simple shew he harbours treason. 

The fox barks not, when he would steal the 
lamb, 

No, no, my sovereign; Gloster is a man 

Unsounded yet, and ful] of deep deceit. 

Car. Did he not. contrary to form of law, 
* Devise strange deaths for small offences done ? 
York. And did he not, in bis protectorship, 

* Levy great sums of money through the realm, 
* For soldiers“ pay in France, and never sent it? 
By means whereof, the towns each day re- 


volted. 
* Buck, Tut! these are petty faults to faults 
unknown, 
* Which time will bring to light in smooth duke 
| Ilumphrey. 


* K. Hen, My lords, at once: The care you 

have of us, 

* To mow down thorns that would annoy our 
foot, 

*Is worthy praise: But shall I speak my con- 
science? 

* Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 

*From meaning treason to our royal person, 

* As is tbe sucking lamb, or harmleſs dove: 

*'The duke is virtuous, mild; and too well 
given, 

To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 

* O. Mar. Ah, what's more dangerous than 

this fond afhance ! 

*Seems he a dove? his feathers are but bor- 
row'd, 

*For he's disposed as the hateful raven. 

*Is he a Jamb? his skin is surely lent him, 

*For he's inclin'd as are the ravenous wolves. 

* Who cannot steal a shape, that means deceit ? 


my 
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* Take heed, my lord; the welfare of us all 
* Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 


Enter SOMERSET. 


* Fom, All health unto my gracious sovereign! 
K. Hen. Welcome, lord Somerset. What news 
from France? 
Som. That all your interest in those terri- 
tories 
«Is utterly bereft you; all is lost. 
K. Hen. Cold news, lord Somerset: But God's 
will be done! 
York, Cold news for me; for I had hope of 
France, 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 
* Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud, 
* And caterpillars eat my leaves away: 
But I will remedy this gear ere long, 
Or sell my title for a glorious grave. [Aside. 


Enter GrosTEeR. 


* Glo. All happineſs unto my lord the king! 
Pardon, my liege, that T have staid so long, 
Suf. Nay, Gloster, know, that thou art come 
too soon, 
»Unlels thou wert more loyal than thou art: 
I do arrest thee of high treason here. 
Glo, Well, Suffolk's duke, thou shalt not see 
. me blush, | 
Nor change my countenance for this arrest; 
* A heart unzpotted is not easily daunted. 
The purest spring, is not so free from mud, 


» 


$ 


Who can accuse me? wherein am I guilty? 


| * As TI am clear from treason to my 80ve;cign ; 


bribes of France, 


X X York, Tis thought, my lord, that you took 
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And, being protector, stay'd the soldiers“ pay; 

By means whereof, his highneſs hath lost 

France. 

Glo. Is it but thought so? What are they, 

that think it! 

J never robb'd the soldiers of their pay, p 

Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 

So help me God, as | have watch'd the night, — 

© Ay, night by night, — in studying good for 
England ! 

„Thot doit that &er I wrested from the king, 

Or any groat I hoarded to my use, 

Be brought against me at my trial day! 

No! many a pound of mine own proper store, 

Because I would not tax the needy commons, 

Have I dispursed to the parrisons, 

© And never ask'd for restitution. 

* Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say 80 

much, 

*Glo. I say no more than truth, so help me 

| God! 

Vork. In your protectorship, you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of, 
That England was defam'd by tyranny. 

Glo. Why, 'tis well known, that whiles I 

was protector, : 3 

Pity was all the fault that was in me; 

* For I should melt at an offender's tears, 

* And lowly words were ransom for their fault. 

© Unleſs it were a bloody murderer, 

„Or foul felonious thief, that fleec'd poor pas- 
sengers, 

J never gave them condign punishment : 

Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur'd 

© Above the felon, or what trespals else. 

*Suf. My lord, tbese faults are easy, quickly 

answer'd ; 

© But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 


. 
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© Whereof you cannot easily pnrge yourself. 
J do arrest yon in his highneſs' name; 


And here commit you to my lord cardinal 


„To keep, until your further time of trial. 

K. Hen. My lord of Gloster, 'tis my special 

hope, | 

« That you will clear yourself from all suspects; 
My conscience tells me, you are innocent, 

Gio. Ab, gracious lord, these days are dan- 

: erous | 

* Virtue is chok'd with foul ambition, 
* And cbarity chas'd hence by rancour's hand; 
* Foul subornation is predominant, 
* And equity exil'd your highnels' land. 
*I know, their complot is to have my life; 
„And, if my death might make this island 


happy, Gi 
© And prove the period of their tyranny, 


I would expend it with all willingnels: 


© But mine is made the prologue to their play; 

© For thousands more, that yet suspect no pert], 

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 

Beaufort's red sparkling eyes blab his heart's 
malice, 


And Suffolk's cloudy brow his stormy hate; 


© Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
„he envious load that lies upon his heart; 


And dogged York, that reaches at the moon, 


hose over-weening arm L have pluck'd back, 


5 


© <By false accuse doth level at my life: — 
And you, my sovereign lady, with the rest, 
— ©Causelelſs have laid disgraces on my head; 


- 


Ind, with your best endeavour, have stirr'd up 


My liefest liege to be mine enemy: — 
Ay, all of you have laid your heads together, 


Aud all to make away my guiltle[s life: 


3 Myself had notice of your conventicles, 


I $hall not want false witnels to condemn me, 


7 
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© Nor store of treasons to augment my puilt; 
©The ancient proverb will be well effected, — 
A taff is quikly found to beat a dog. 

* Car, My liege, his railing 1s intolerable: 
*Tf those, that care to keep your royal person 
From treason's secret knife, and traitors” rage, 
* Be thus vpbraided, chid, and rated at, 

*And the offender granted scope of speech, 
**T'will make them cool in zeat vnto your grace. 
Suſ. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady 
here, 
*With ignominious words, though clerkly 
conch'd, | | 
© As if sbe had suborned some to swear 
False allegations to o'erthrow his state? 
. Mar, But I can give the loser leave to 


chide. . 

Glo. Far truer spoke, than meant: I lose, in- 
deed; — 

© Beshrew the winners, for they play'd me 
false! — 


*And well such losers may have leave to speak. 
Buck, He'll wrest the sense, and hold us here 
all day: — 
Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. ; 
© Car. Sire, take away the duke, and guard 
him sure. 
Glo. Ah, thus king Henry throws away his 
crutch, , 
Before his legs be firm to bear his body: 
„Thus is the zhepherd Leaten from thy side, 
„Aud wolves are gua:ling who shall guaw thee 


first. 


© Ah, that my fear were false! ab, that it were! 
© For, good king Hemwy, thy decay I fear. 
[Exeunt Attendants, with GLOSTER. 
K. Hen. My loids, what to your wisdoms 
Seemeth best, 
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Do, or undo, as if ourself were here. 


O. Mar. What, will your highneſs leave the 
7 arliament ? 
K. Hen, Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown'd 

with grief, 6 

Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes; 

* My body round engirt with misery ; 

For what's more miserable than discontent ? — 

* Ah, uncle Humphrey! in thy face I see 

»The map of honour, truth, and loyalty; 

* And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come, 

* That e'er f vrov'd thee false, or feard thy faith. 

* What lowring star now envies thy estate, 

* That these great lords, and Margaret our queen, 

Do seek eubversion of thy harmlels life? 

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man 
wrong : : 

* And as the butcher takes away the calf, 

* And binds the wretch, and beats it when it 
Strays, 

*Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house ; 

Even so, remorseleſs, have they borne him 
hence. 

* And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 

* Looking the way her e It young one went, 

* And can do nought but wail her darling's lols: 

Even so myself bewails good Gloster's case, 

* With sad unhelpful tears; and with dimm'd 
eyes 

*Look after him, and cannot do him good; 

So mighty are his vowed enemies. | 

© His fortunes I will weep; and, 'twixt each 
groan, Mc 


Say — N his a traitor; Gloster he is none. 


[ Exit, 
. Mar. Free lords, cold snow melts with 
the sun's hot beams. 


= * lenry my lord is cold in great affairs, 


58 KING HENRY VI. 


* Too full of foolish pity: and Gloster's shew 
* Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile 
* With sorrow snares relenting passengers; - 
* Or as the snake, roll'd in a flowering bank, 
*With-shining checker'd slough, doth sting a 
chald, 

* That, for the beauty, thinks it excellent. 
* Believe me, lords, were none more wise than T, 
(And yet, herein, I judge mine own wit good,) 
This Gloster should be quickly rid the world, 
To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car. That he should die, is worthy policy; 
*But yet we want a colour for his death : 
*'Tis meet, he be condemn'd by course of law. 

* Suf. But, in my wind, that were no policy: 
* The king will labour still to save his life, 
*The commons haply rise to save his life; 
* And we yet have but trivial argument, 
* More than mistrust, that shews him worthy 


death. 
* York, So that, by this, you would not have 
| him die. a 


* Suf. Ab, York, no man alive 80 fain as I. 
* York. Tis York that hath more reason for 
his death. — 
*But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of 


Suffolk, — 
*Say as you think, and speak it from your 
| souls, — ö 


*\Ver't not all one, an empty eagle were set 
*'To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 
„As place duke Humphrey for the King's pro- 
tector ? 
7 O. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure 
of death. 3 
© Suf, Madam, 'tis true: And wer't not mad- 1 
nels then, 


To make the fox suryeyor of the fold? 
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Who being accus'd a crafty murderer, 

« His guilt should be but idly posted over, 
Because his purpose is not executed. 
No; let him die, in that he is a fox, 


By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock, 

* his chaps be stain'd with crimson blood; 
© As Humphrey, prov'd by reasons, to my liege. 
And do . Boy on quiſlets, how to slay 

im: 


ge it by gins, by Snares, by subtilty, 


Sleeping, or waking, 'tis no matter how, 
So he be dead; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him first, that first intends deceit. 
O. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, 'tis resolutely 
spoke. | 
* SFuf. Not resolute, except so much were 
done; | 


For things are often spoke, and seldom meant: 
But, that my heart accordeth with my 


N tongue, — 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe, — 
*Say but the word, and I will be his priest. 


Car. But T would have him dead, my lord 
of Suffolk, 
Fre you can take due orders for a priest: 


Say, you consent, and censure well the deed, 


* Aud I'll provide his executioner, 
J tender so the safety of my liege. 
= *Suf, Here is my band, the deed is worthy 
| doing. 
. Mar. And so say I. 


* York, And I: and now we three have 
spoke it, 


f * It skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 
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* Too full of foolish pity: and Gloster's 8shew 
* Beguiles bim, as the mournful crocodile 
* With sorrow snares relenting passengers; 

* Or as the snake, roll'd in a flowering bank, 
*With shining " pond Slough, doth sting a 
chald, \ 

* That, for the beauty, thinks it excellent. 
* Believe me, lords, were none more wise than T, 
(And yet, herein, J judge mine own wit good,) 
This Gloster should be quickly rid the world, 
©To rid us from the fear we have of him. 
Car. That he should die, is worthy policy; 
*But yet we want a colour for his death : 
*„Pis meet, he be condemn'd by course of law. 
* Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy : 
* The king will labour stil] to save his life, 
*The commons haply rise to save his life; 
* And we yet have but trivia] argument, 
* More than mistrust, that shews him worthy 
death. 
* York, So that, by this, you would not have 
him die. 
* Suf, Ab, York, no man alive so fain as J. 
Fork. Tis York that hath more reason for 
his death. — 
*But, my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of 


Suffolk, — 
*Say as you think, and speak it from your 
souls, — 


*YVer't not all one, an empty eagle were set 
*'To guard the chicken from a hungry kite, 
„As place duke Humphrey for the king's pro- 
tector ? 
O. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure 
of death. 
Suf. Madam, 'tis true: And wer't not mad- 
nels then, 
To make the fox suryeyor of the fold? 
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© Who being accus'd a crafty murderer, 

« His guilt should be but idly posted over, 

Because his purpose is not executed. 

No; let him die, in that he is a fox, 

By nature prov'd an enemy to the flock, 

Before his chaps be stain'd with crimson blood; 

© As Humphrey, prov'd by reasons, to my liege. 

And do not stand on quiſlets, how to slay 
him : 

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilty, 

© Sleeping, or waking, 'tis no matter how, 

„So he be dead; for that is good deceit 

Which mates him first, that first intends deceit. 


. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffoik, tis resolutely 
spoke. 
* Fuf. Not resolute, except so much were 
done; | 
For things are often spoke, and seldom meant: 
But, that my heart accordeth with my 
tongue, — 
*Secing the deed is meritorions, 
*And to preserve my sovereign from his foe, — 
„Say but the word, and I will be his priest. 


*Car, But T would bave him dead, my lord 
of Suffolk, 

Fre you can take due orders for a priest: 

Say, you consent, and censure well the deed, 

* Aud I'Il provide his executioner, 

J tender so the safety of my liege. 


* Suf, Here is my band, the deed is worthy 
doing. 
O. Mar, And so say I. 
* York. And I: and now we three have 
spoke it, 
* Tt skills not greatly who impugns our doom. 


Pd 
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Enter a Messenger. 
© Mess, Great lords, from Ireland am I come 
amain, 
©To signify — that rebels there are up, 
© And put the Englischmen unto the sword: 
* Send guccours, lords, and stop the rage betime, 
* Before the wound do grow uncurable; 
* For, being green, there 1s great hope of help. 
Car. A breach, that crayes a quick expe- 
dient stop! 
What counsel give you in this weighty cause? 
Tork. That Somerset be sent as regent 
thither: 
Tis meet, that lucky ruler be employ'd; 
©\Vitneſs the fortune he hath had in France. 
om. If York, with all his far-fet policy, 
© Hed been the regent there instead of me, 
© He never would have staid in France so long. 
© York, No, not to lose it all, as thou hast 
done: 
©T rather would have lost my life betimes, 
Than bring a burden of dishonour home, 
*By staying there so long, till all were lost. 
*Shew me one scar character'd on thy skin: 
Men's flesh preserv'd so whole, do seldom 
win. 
* 0. Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a 
raging hre, 
If wind and fuel he brought to feed it with: — 
*No more, goo York; — sweet Somerset, be 
still; — 
*Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent 
there, 
*Might happily bave prov'd far worse than his, 
York, What, worse than naught? nay, then a 
shame take all! 
Som. And, in the number, thee, that wishest 
shame! 


* 


KING HENRY VI. 61 
Car. My lord of York, try what your for- 


tune 1s. 
«The uncivil kerns of Treland are in arms, 
„And temper clay with blood of Englishmen: 
co Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
© Collected choicely, from each county some, 
„And try your hap against the Irishmeu ? 
* York. IT will, my lord, so please his ma- 
jesty. 
i: Suf, Why, our authority is his consent; 
* And, what we do establish, he confirms: 
* Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand. 
© York, I am content: Provide me soldiers, 
lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 
© Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will see 


perform'd. 
But now return we to the false duke Hum- 
phrey. 
Car. No more of him; for I will deal with 
bim, 


„bat, henceforth, he sball trouble us no more. 
And so break off; the day is almost spent: 
Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that 
event. 
© York, My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen 
days, | 
© At Bristol J expect my soldiers; 
© For there I'Il ship them all for Ireland. 
Suf. III see it truly done, my lord of York. 
[Exeunt all but York. 
* York, Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful 
thovghts, | | 
*And change misdonbt to resolution: 
*Be that thou hop'st to be; or what thou art 
*Resign to death, it is not worth the enjoying: 
* Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the mean- born 
man, 
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* And find no harbour in a royal heart, 

* Faster than spring-time showers, comes thought 
on thought; 

* And not a thought, but thinks on dignity. 

* My brain, more busy than the labouring spider, 

Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 

„Vell, nobles, well; 'tis politickly done, 

*'To send me packing with an host of men: 

*T fear me, you but warm the starved snake, 


Who, cherish'd in your breasts, will sting your 


hearts. 

"Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me: 

J take it kindly; yet, be well assur'd 

©You put sharp weapons in a mad man's hands, 

Whiles IT in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

J will stir up in England some black storm, 

* Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or 
hell: 

* And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 

* Untill the golden circuit on my head, 

* Like to the glorious sun's transparent beams, 

* Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw. 

© And, for a minister of my inteut, 

J have seduc'd a head-strong Kentishman, 

© John Cade of Ashford, 

Jo make commotion, as fall well he can, 

Under the title of John Mortimer, 

* In Ircland have I 8een this stubborn Cade 

* Oppose himself against a troop of kerns; 

* And —_ so long, till that his thighs with 
arts 

* Were almost like a sharp-quill'd porcupine : 

„And, in the end being rescu'd, I have seen him 

* Caper upright like a wild Morisco, 

* Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. 

Full often, like a shag-hair'd crafty kern, 

* Hath he conversed with the enemy; 

* And undiscoyer'd come to me again, 
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* And given me notice of their villainies, 

*This devil here shall be my substitute; 

* For that John Mortimer, which now is dead, 

»In face, in gait, in speech he doth resemble: 

Ry this I shail perceive the commons' mind, 

„low they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say, he be taken, rack'd, and tortured ; 

©] know, no pain, they can inflict upon him, 

Will make him say — I mov'd him to those 
arms. 

„Say, that he thrive, (as 'tis great like he will,) 

Why, then from Ireland come I with my 
strength, | 

© And reap the harvest which that rascal sow'd ; 

© For, Humphrey being dead, as be shall be, 

Aud Henry put apart, the next for me, | Exit, 


es LE NEL 


Bury, A Room in the Palace. 


Enter certain Murderers, hastily. 


*I. Mur. Run to my lord of Suffolk; let him 
know, 
We have dispatch'd the duke, as he commanded. 
* 2, Mur. O, that it were to do! — What have 
we done? 
*Didst ever hear a man 80 penitent ? 


Enter SUrFOL K. 


1. Mur. Here comes my lord. 

Suf. Now, sirs, have you dispatch'd this thing? 
I. Mur. Ay, my good lord, he's dead. 

* Suf, Why, that's well said. Go, get you to 


my house; 
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* 


«T will reward you for this venturous deed, 
© The king and all the peers are here at hand: — 
© Have you laid fair the bed? are all things well, 
© According as I gave directions ? 

©1. Mur. Tis, my good lord. 

« Suf. Away, be gone! [ Exeunt Murderers. 


Enter King Hzexry, Oueen Manganrrr, Cardinal 
BravrorT, Souznsgr, Lords, and Others. 


*K. Hen, Go, call our uncle to our presence 
straight: 
Say, we intend to try his grace to-day, 
If he be guilty, as 'tis published. 
Suf. III call him presently, my noble lord. 
[ Exit. 


CR, Hen. Lords, take your places; — And, I 
pray you all, 
Proceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle Gloster, 
Than from true evidence, of good esteem, 
„Ile be approv'd in practice culpable. 


*. Mar. God forbid, any malice should pre- 
vail, 
* That faultleſs may condemn a nobleman ! 
Pray God, he may acquit hint of suspicion! 


K. Hen. IT thank thee, Margaret; these words 
content me much. — 


Re-enter SUFFOL Kk. 


How now? why look'st thou pale? why trem- 


blest thou ? 
Where is our uncle? what is the matter, Suf- 
folk ? 
Si. Dead in his bed, my lord; Gloster is 
dead, 


* 0. Mar. Marry, God forefend! 
Car. 
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* Car. God's secret judgment: — I did dream 
to- Bight, 
*The duke was . and could not speak a 
word. [ The Hing su bons. 
© 0. Mar. How fares my lord? — Help, lords! 
the king 1s dead. 
* Som, Rear up his body; wring him by the 
nose. 
* 0. Mar. Run, go, help, help! — O, Henry, 
ope thine eyes! 
* Ff. He doth revive again; — Madam, be 
patient, 
* K. Hen. O heavenly God! 
* 0. Mar. How fares my gracious lord ! 
Suf. Comfort, my sovereign: gracious Henry, 
comfort ! 
K. Hen, What, doth my lord of Suffolk com- 
fort me? 
Came he right now to sing a raven's note, 
Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers; 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 
By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 
© Can chase away the first-conceived sound? 
*Hide not thy poison with such sugar'd words. 
Lay not thy hands on me; forbear, I say; 
Their touch affrights me, as a serpent's sting. 
Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight! 
« Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny 
«Sits, in grim majesty, to fright the world. 


Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wound- 
y 


| ing: — 
Vet do not NS, — Come, basilisk, 
* And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight:; 
For in the shade of death I sball find joy; 
* In life, but double death, now Gloster's dead. 
O. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk 
thus? | 
* Although the duke was enemy to him, 
Vol. V. FE, 
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* Yet he, most christian-like, laments his death : 

* And for myself. -— foe as he was to me, 

* Might liquid tears, or heart-offending groans, 

O blood-coneuming sighs recall his life, 

*] would be Þliad with weeping, sick with 
groans, 

*Look pale 5 primrose, with blood - drinking 
siahs, 

Aud ell to have the noble duke alive 

«What know I how the world may deem of me? 

«For it is known, we were but hollow friends; 

It may be judg'd, I male the duke away: 

#So shall my name with slander's tongue be 
wounded, 

* And princes courts be fill'd with my reproach, 

* This get I by his death: Ah me, unhappy ! 

*To be a queen, and crown'd with infamy ! 


K. Hen. Ab, woe is me for Gloster, wretched 
man! 
O. Mar. woe for me, more wretched than 
e is. 
What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face? 
T am no loathsome leper, look on me. 
What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 
Be poisonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen. 
Is all thy comfort shut in Glo»ter's tomb? 
Why, then dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy: 
* rect his statue then, and worship it, 
Aud make my ings but an ale-house sign. 
Was I, for this, nigh Wreck'd upon the sea; 
Aud twice by aukward wind from England's 
bank 
© Drove back again unto my native clime ? 
What boded this, but well-fore-warning wind 
Did 5e-m to say, — Seek not a scorpion's nest, 
* Nor -et no footing on this unkind shore? 


*Vhat did I then, but curs'd the gentle gusts, 


* 
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*And he that loos'd them from their brazen 
caves z 

* And bid them blow towards England's blessed 
shore, 

* Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock? 

* Yet Aeolus would not be a murderer, 

* But left that bateful oflice unto thee: 

»The pretty vaulting sea refus'd to drown me; 

*Knowing, that thou would'st have me drown'd 
on shore 

* With tears as salt as sea through thy unkind- 
nels: 

*The splitting rocks cowr'd in the sinking sands, 

*And would not dash me with their ragged 
sides; 

Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they, 

* Might in thy palace perish Maigaict. 

As far as | could ken thy chalky cliffs, 

When from the shore the tempest beat us back, 

*I stoo(] upon the hatches in the storm: 

And when the dusky sky began to rob 

* My earnest-gaping sight of thy land's view, 

I took a costly jewel from my neck, — 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds, — 

* And threw it towards thy land; the sea receiy'd 
IT 

* And so, I wi-h'd, thy body might my heart : 

* And even with this, I lost fair England's view, 

* And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart; 

* And call'd them blind and dusky spectacles, 

* For losing ken of Albion's wished coast. 

* How often have I tempted Suffolk's tongue 

(The agent of thy foul inconstancy) 

* To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did, 

* When he to madding Dido, would unfold 

*His father's acts, commenc'd in burning Troy ? 

*Am I not witch'd like her? or thou not false 
like him? 

E 2 
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Ah me, T can no more! Die, Margaret! 
*For Henry weeps, that thou dost live so long. 


* 


Noise within. Enter Warwick, and SALISBURY. 
The Commons preſs to the door. | 


Var. It is reported, mighty sovereign, 
„That good duke Humphrey traiterously is mur- 
der'd 
By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort's means. 
The commons, like an angry hive of bees, 
«That want their leader, scatter up and down, 
© And care not who they sting in his revenge. 
Myself have calm'd their pee mutiny, 
Until they hear the order of his dearth. 
K. Hen. That be is dead, good Warwick, 'tis 
too true; 
But how he died, God knows, not Henry: 
Enter bis chamber, view his breathleſs corpse, 
«Aud comment then upon his sudden death. 
Wer. That I shall do, my liege: — Stay, 
Salisbury, 
With the rude multitude, till T return. | 
[Warwick goes into an inner room, and 
Salisbury retires. 
*K. Hen, O thou that judgest all things, stay 
my thoughts; 
*My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul, 
* Some want RAGS were laid on Humphrey's 
ife! 
If my suspect be false, forgive me, God; 
*For judgment only doth belong to thee! 
* Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
* With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain 
* Upon his face an ocean of salt tears; 
* To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling: 
But all in vain are these mean obsequies; 


KING HENRY VI. 69 


* And, to survey his dead and earthy image, 
What were it but to make my sortow greater? 


The folding doors of an inner chamber are opened, 
and Gi,o0s1ER tis discovered dead in his bed: 
Warwick and Others standing by it, 


ar. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view 
this body. 
K. Ilen. That is to see how deep my grave 
is made: 
For, with his soul, fled all my worldly solace; 
* For seeing him, I see my life in death. 
ar. As surely as my soul intends to live 
„Wich that dread King, that took our state upon 
him | 
To free us from his Father's wrathful curse, 
J do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 
Suf., A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn 
tongue! 
© What instance gives lord Warwick for his vow ? 
© Har, See, how the blood is settled in his 
face! 
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, | 
© Of asby semblance, meager, — and bloodleſs, 
© Being all descended to the labouring heart; 
Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
* Attracts the same for aidance *gainst the enemy; 
«VV hich with the heart there cools, and ne'er re- 
turneth 
To blush and beautify the cheek again. 
© But, see, his face is black, and full of blood; 
His eye-balls further out than when he liv'd, 
(Staring full, ghastly like a strangled man: 
© His hair up- rear'd, his nostrils stretch'd with 
struggling; 
His hands abroad displav'd, as one that grasp'd 
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And tugg'd for liſe, and was by strength sub- 
du'd. 
Look on the sheets, his bair, you see, is stick- 
ing; 
(His well proportion'd beard made rough and 
rugged, 
„Like to the summer's corn by tempest lodg'd. 
It cannot be, bat he was murder'd here; 
The least of all these signs were probable. 
©Suf, Why, Warwick, who should do the 
duke to death? 
Myself, and Beaufort, had bim in protection; 
And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers. 
ar. But both of you were vow'd duke 
Humohrey's foes ; 
© And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep: 
is like, you would not feast him like a friend; 
© And *tis well seen, he found an enemy. 
„O. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these 
noblemen 
As guilty of duke Humphrey's timeleſs death. 
Jar. Who finds the beifer dead, and bleeding 
fresh, 
And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, 
But wil} suspect, 'twas he that made the slaugh- 
ter? 
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's nest, 
But may imagine how the bird was dead, 
Although the kite soar with unbloody'd beak? 
Even so suspicious is this tragedy. 
O. Mar, Are you the butcher, Suffolk? where's 
yOu knife? 
Is Beaufort term'd a kite? where are his talons? 
Sf. I wear no knife, to slaughter sleeping 
men; 
But here's a vengeful sword, rusted with ease, 
Thatesball be scoured in his rancorous heart, 
That slanders me with murder's crimson badge ;— 


"A 
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Say, if thou dar'st, proud lord of Warwickshire, 


That J am faulty in duke Humphrey's death. 
[ Excunt Cardinal, Som. and Others. 


Mar. What dares not Warwick, if false Suf- 
folk dare him? 
O. Mar. He dares not calm his contumelious 
spirit, | 
Nor cease to he an arrogant controller, 
Though Suffolk dare bim twenty thousand times, 


Var. Madam, be still; with reverence may I 
SAY; 
For every word, you speak in his behalf, 
Is slan der to your royal dignity. | 
Su. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour! 
If ever lady wrong'd her lord so much, 
Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stern untutor'd churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip; whose fruit thou 
art, 
And never of the Nevils' noble race. 


Var. But that the guilt of murder bucklers 
thee, 
And I should rob the deathsman of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 
And that my sovereign's preseuce makes me mild, 
I would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech, 
And say — it was thy mother that thou meaat'st, 
That thou thyself wast born in bastardy : 
Aud, after all this fearful homage done, 
Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell, 
Pernicious blood-sucker of sleeping men! 
Sf. Thou halt be waking, while I shed thy 
blood, 
If from this presence thou dar'st go with me. 
War, Away even now, or I will drag thee 
hence: 
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* Unworthy though thou art, Til cope with thee, 
And do some service to duke Humphrey's gbost. 
[Exeunt SUFFOLK and WW ARwWiCK. 
*K. Hen, What stronger breast-plate than a 
heart vntainted ? 
*'Thrice is he arm'd, that bath his quarrel just; 
Ad he but naked, though lock'd up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 
[4 noise within, 


* 


0. Mar. What noise is this ? 


Re-enter SUFFOLK and WARWICK, with their 
Weapons draun. 


„K. Hen. Why, how now, lords? your wrath- 
ful weapons drawn 
„Here in our presence? dare you be so bold? — 
«Why, what tnmultnous clamour have we here? 
Suf. The traiternous Warwick, with the men 
of Bury, 
Set all upon me, mighty sovereign- 


Noise of a crowd within, Re- enter SALISBURY. 


* Sal, Sirs, stand apart; the king shall know 

your mind, — 

Dread lord, the commons send you word by me, 

Unlels false Suffolk straiaht be done to death, 

Or banished fair England's territories, 

„They will by violence tear him from your pa- 
lace 

* And torture him with grievous ling'ring death. 

They say, by him the good duke Humphrey 
aied ; 

They say, in him they fear your highnels' 
death; 

And mere knetince of love, and loyalty, — 

Free from a stubborn opposite intent, 
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As being thought to contradict your liking, — 
Makes them thus forward in his banishment. 
* They ay, in care of your most royal person, 
* That, if your highnels should intend to sdeep, 
* And charge — that no man should disturb your 
rest, 
In pain of your dislike, or pain of death; 
* Yet, notwithstanding such a strait edict, 
*Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue, 
*'That slily glided towards your majesty, 
*It were but necessary you were wak'd ; 
Lest, being suffer'd in that harmful] slumber, 
* The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal: 
* And therefore do they cry, thovgh you forbid, 
That they will guard you, whe'r you will, or 
no, 
* From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is; 
Vith whose envenomed and fatal sting, 
* Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth, 
* They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 
Commons. {within.) An answer from the king, 
my lord of Salishury. 
Suf. *Tis like, the commons, rude unpolish'd 
hinds, 
Could send such message to their sovereign: 
But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd, 
To shew how quaint an orator you are: 
But all the honour Sali-bury hath won, 
Is — that he was the lord agbassador, 
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 
Commons. [within.} An answer from the king, 
or we will all break in. 
*K. Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from 
me, 
©T thank them for their tender loving care: 
* And had J not been 'cited so by them, 
ret did I purpose as they do entreat; 
For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
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<Mischance unto my state by Suffolk's means. 
© And therefore, — by his majesty I swear, 
Whose far unworthy deputy I am, — 
© fe shall not breache infection in this air 
© But three days longer, on the pain of death. 
| (Exit SALISBURY. 
0. Mar. O Henry, Jet me plead for gentle 
Suffolk! 5 
K. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle 
Suftolk. 
No, more. I say; if thou dost plead for him, 
©Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath. 
© Hat J but said, I would have kept iny word; 
„But, when I 8wear, it is irrevocable; — 
* If, aſter three days' space, thou here be'st found 
On any ground that Jam ruler of, 
* The world shall not be ransom for thy life, — 
Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with 
me; 
J have great matters to impart to thee, 
(Hreunt K. HENRY, Warwick, Lords, etc. 
O. Mar. Mi-chance, and sorrow, go along 
with you ! 
© Heart's discontent; and sour affliction, 
Be play-fetlows to Keep you company! 
here's two of you; the devil make a third! 
„And three-fold vengeance tend upon your steps! 
Fu. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations, 
* And let thy Suftolk take his heavy leave. 
O. Mar, Fie, coward woman, and soft-hearted 
wretch! 
©Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies? 
Suf. A plague pon them! wherefore should I 
curse them ? 
Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 
<L would invent as bitier-searching terms, 
As curst, as harsh, aud horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd strongly thiough my fixed teeth, 
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With full as many signs of deadly hate, 

As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathsome cave: 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words; 

Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint; 

My hair be fix'd on end, as one distract ; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban: 

And even now my burden'd heart would break, 

Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink! 

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they 
taste! 

Their sweetest sbade, a grove of cyprels trees! 

Their chiefest prospect, murdering basilisks! 

Their softest touch, as smart as lizards' stings ! 

Their musick, frightful as the serpent's hiſs; 

And boding scritch-owls make the concert full ! 

All the foul terrors in daik-seated hell — 


O. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk; thou tor- 
ment'st thyself; 


* And these dread curses — like the sun gainst 
glaſs, 

* Or like an over-charged gun, — recoil, 

* And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

Suf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me 

leave? | 

Now, by the ground that J am banish'd from, 

Well could T curse away a winter's night, 

Thongh standing naked on a mountain top, 

Where biting cold would never let grals grow, 

And think it but a minute spent in sport. 


* O. Mar. O, let me enticat thee, cease! Give 
, 
me thy hand, 


*That I may dew it with my mournful tears; 

* Nor Jet the rain of heaven wet this place, 

To wash away my woeful monuments. 

O, could this kiſs be printed in thy hand; 
[kisses his hand. 

That thou might'st think upon these by the seal, 
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* Through whom a thousand sighs are breath'd 
for thee! 

So, get thee gone, that I may know my prief; 

is bat surmis'd whilst thou art standing by, 

* As one that 8urfeits thinking on a want. 

©] will repeal] thee, or, be well a sur'd, 

Adventure to be banished myself: 

* And banished I am, if but from thee. 

* Go, speak not to me; even now be gone. — 

O, go not yet! — Even thus two friends con- 
demn'd 

Embrace, and kils, and take ten thousand 
lea ves, 

*JLother a hundred times to part than die. 

* Yet now farewel; and farewel life with thee! 
Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished, 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 
* is not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 

* A wildervels is populous enough, 

* So Suffolk had thy heavenly company : 

* For where thou art, there 1s the world itself, 
With every several pleasure in the world; 

* And where thou art not, desolation. 

*] can no more: — Live thou to joy thy life; 
Myself no joy in vought, but that thou liv'st. 


Enter Vavux. 


\ 


O. Mar. Whither goes Vaux 80 fast? what 
news, I prythee? 
©Yaux. To signify unto his majesty, 
That carlinal Bea fort is at point of death: 
© For suddenly a grievous sicknels took him, 
That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the 
air, 
©Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth, 
Sometime, he talks as if duke Humphrey's ghost 
Were by his side; sometime, he calls the king, 


x 
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And whispers to his pillow, as to him, 
*'The sectets of his over-charged soul: 
And Jam sent to tell his majesty, 
That even now be cries aloud for him. 
0. Mar. Go, tell this heavy message to tha 


king. [Exit Vavux. 
Ah me! what is this world? what news are 
these? | 


But wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor Joſs, 

© Omitting Suffolk's exile, my soul's treagure? 

Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

© And with the southern clouds contend in tears; 

© Theirs for the earth's increase, mine for my sor- 
rows ? 

Nor, get thee hence: The king, thou know'st, 
15 coming; 

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

«* Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live: 

© And in thy sight to die, what were it else, 

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap? 

Here could I breathe my soul into the air, 

© As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 

Dying with mother's dug between its lips: 

Where, from thy sight, I should be raging mad, 

* And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes, 

©To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth; 

So shouldst thou either turn my flying soul, 

Oc I should breathe it so into thy os oy 

And then it liv'd in sweet Elysium. 

To die by thee, were but to die in jest; 

From thee to die, were torture more than death: 

O, let me stay, befall what may befall. 

O. Mar. Away! though parting be a fretful 

corrosive, 

It is applied to a deathful wound. 

To France, sweet Sutfolk: Let me hear from 
thee; 1 

„For wheresoe'er thou art in this world's globe, 


}1 have an Tris that shall find thee out. 
Su,. | 80. 
. Mar, And take my heart with thee. 

Suf. A jewel lock'd into the woeful'st cask 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 
Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we; 
This way fall I to death. 

O. Mar. This way for me. [Exeunt, severally. 


* 


SC E NE III. 


\ 
London. Cardinal Beaufort's Bed - chamber. 


Enter King Hx Nx RX, Sar 1ispury, Wanwick, and Others, 
7he Cardinal in bed; Attendants with him. 


*K. Hen. How fares my lord? speak, Beaufort, 

to thy sovereign. 

Car. If thou be'st death, I'll give thee Eng- 

land's treasure, 
Enough to purchase such another island, 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

*K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 
When death's approach is seen so terrible! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to 

thee. 

* Car. Bring me unto my trial when you will. 
*Dy'd he not in his bed? where sbould he die? 
Can I make men live, whe'r they will or no? — 
*O! torture me no more, I will confeſs. — 
© Alive again? then shew me where he is; 

'I give a thousand pound to look upon him. — 
* He Lack no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. — 
©Comb down his hair; look! look! it stands 
upright, 

Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul! — 
Give me some drink; and bid the apothecary 
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Bring the strong poison that T bought of him. 
K. lien. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
*Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 
* (), beat away the busy meddling tend, 
That lavs strong siege unto this Wretch's soul, 
* And from his bosom purge this black des pair! 
Mar. See, how the pangs of death do make 
him prin, 
* Sal. Disturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. 
K. Hen, Peace to his soul, if God's good 
pleasure be! 

Lord cardinal, if thou think'st on heaven's bliſs, 
Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy bope, — 
„Ile dies, and makes no sign; O God, forgive 

him ! 
Var. So bad a death argues a monstrous life. 
K. Hen, Forbear to judge, for we are sinners 


all. — 
Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close; 
And let us all to meditation. [ Excunt, 


ACT IV. SCENE-T. 


Kent. The Sea-shore near Dover. 


Firing heard at sea. Then enter from a boat, a Captain, 

a Master, a Master's- Mate, Walter VV hitmore, and 

9 Others; with them SurrolR, and other Gentlemen 
prisoners. 


* Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful 
day 
Is crept into the bosom of the sea; | 
* And now loud - howling wolves arouse the jades 
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* That drag the tragick melancholy night ; 
Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging 
wings 
* Clip dead men's graves, and ſrom their misty 
aws | 
* Breathe foul contagious darkneſs in the air. 
* Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our prize 
* For, Whilst onr pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
* Here shall they make their rausom on the sand, 
*Or with their blood stain this discolour'd 
shore. —- 
Master, this prisoner freely give I thee; — 
And thou that art his mate, male boot of 
this; — . 
The other, [pointing to Suffolk.] Walter Whit- 
more, is thy share. 
1. Gent. What is my ransom, master? let me 
know. 
Mast. A thousand crowns, or else lay down 
your head. 
Mate. And so much shall you give, or off 
goes yours. 
* Cap. What, think you much to pay two 
| thousand crowns, 
* And bear the name and port of gentlemen ? — 
* Cut both the villains' throats; — for die you 
shall; 
* The lives of those which we bave lost in fight, 
* Cannot be counter-pois'd with such a petty sum. 
I. Gent, I'Il give it, sir; and therefore spare 


my life. 

*2. Gent. Ang so will I, and write home for 
it straight. 

hit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize 
aboard, 


And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die; 
[to Suffolk. 
* And so should these, if I might have my will. 


* Cap. 
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* Cap. Be not 80 rash, take ransom, let him 
live. 


« Fuf. Look on my George, I am.a gentleman; 


„Rate me ar what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid, 
hit. And so am I; my name is — Walter 
WW h:tmore. 
How now? why »tart'st thou? what, doth death 
atfright? 
uf. Thy nome affrights me, in whose sound 
is death. | 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, 
© And told me — that by N ater I should die: 
Jet let not this make thee be bloody- minded; 
Thy name is — Guultter, being igll) sounded. 
« Whit. Gualtier, or Malter, which it is, I care 
not; 
Ne'er yet did base dishonour blur our name, 
But with our sword we wip'd away the blot; 
Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge, 
©Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defac'd, 
And I proclaim'd a coward through the world! 
[lays hold on Suffolk. 
© Suf. Stay, Whitmore; for thy prisoner is a 


rince, 
The duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 
Mhit. The dude of Suffolk, muffled up in 
rags! 
Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the 
uke; 
Jove sometime went disguis'd, And why not T? 
Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt 
be. 


© Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, king Henry's 
blood, 


The honourable blood of Lancaster, 


Must not be shed by such a jaded groom, 
Hast thou not kils'd thy hand, and held my ſstir- 
rup? 
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Bare - headed plodded by my foot- cloth mule, 
„And thought thee happy when I shook my 
head ? | 
<How often bast thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my trencher, kneel'd down at the 
board, 
„When I have feasted with queen Margaret? 
Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fall'n; 
* Ay, and allay tbis thy abortive pride: 
* How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood, 
* And duly waited for my coming forth? 
«This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 
© And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 
* J/ hit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the * 
8wain ? ; : 
* Cap. First let my words stab him, as he 
bath me. 
* Suf. Base slave! thy words are blunt, and 
so art thou. 
© Cap. Couvey him hence, and on our long- 
boat's side 
Strike off his head. 
Suf. Thou dar'st not for thy own, 
Cap. Yes, Poole. 
Suf. Poole? 
Cop. Poole? Sir Poole? lord? 
(Ay. kennel, puddle, sink; whose filth and dirt 
Troubles the silver spring where England 
drinks. 
Now will 1 dam up this thy yawning mouth, 
For swallowing the treasure of the realm: 
Thy lips, that kiſs'd the queen, shall sweep 
the ground; 
And thou, that smil'dst at good duke Hum- 
phrey's death, "iS: 
Against the senseleſs winds shalt grin in vain, 
Who, in contempt, shall hiſs at thee again: 
* Aud wedded be thou to the hags of hell, 
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*For daring to affy a mighty lord 

* Unto the daughter of a worthleſs king, 

* Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem. 

*By devilish policy art thou giown preat, 

* And, like ambitious Sylla, over go: g'd 

* With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart, 

*By thee, Anjou and Maine were sold to France: 

*'The false revolting Normans, thorough thee, 

* [Disdain to call us lord; and Picaiy 

* Hath slain their governors, surpriz'd our forts, 

* And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home, 

* The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, — 

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in 
Vain, — 

* As hating thee, are rising up in arms: 

* And now the house of York — thrust from 
the crown, 

* By shameful murder of a guiltleſs king, 

* And lofty proud encroaching tyranny, — 

* Burns with revenging fire; whose hopeful 
colours 

* Advance our half-fac'd sun, striving to shine, 


Under the which is writ — JInvitis nubibus. 


*The commons here in Kent are up in arms; 
* And, to conclude, reproach, and beggary, 
* Is crept into the palace of our king, 
* And all by thee: — Away! convey him hence. 
* Suf. O that I were a god, to shoot forth 
thunder 


* Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges! 
Small things make base men proud: this yil- 


lain here, 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more 
©Than Bargulus the strong Illyrian pirate. 


©Drones suck not eagles' blood, but rob bee- 
hives. 


It is impossible, that I should dis 
By such a lowly vassal as thyself. 


F 3 


— 3 — 


3 2 3 — 
— 
3 * — — 
— —  .- 


= ">. « 
— — — — 
== — 
— 
— — — 


— — 
—— 
— 


— 


_— = 


A 


— — 
— — — —— —— 


34 KING HENRY VI. 


* * 


Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me: 
I go of message from the queen to Frauce; 
I charge thee, waft me safely croſs the channel. 
© Cap. Walter, — 
hit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy 
| death. 
* Suf. Pene gelidus timor occupat artus:; — *tis 
thee I fear. | 
Whit. Thou sbalt bave cause to fear, before I 
leave thee. | 
<What, are ye dannted now? now will ye stoop? 
1. Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak 
him fair, 
uf. T's imperial tongue is stern and 
rough, 
*U&'d to n- untaught to plead. for favour, 
Far be it, we should honour such as these 
With bumble suit: no, rather let my head 
©Stoop to the block, than these knees bow to 
| any, 
Save to the God of heaven, and to my king; 
© And sooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Than stand uncover'd to the vulgar groom, 
* True nobility is exempt flom fear: — 
More can I bear, than you dare execute. 
© Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no 
more. 
© Suf. Come, soldiers, shew what cruelty ye 
can, 
© That this my death may never be forgot! — 
© Great men oft die by vile bezonians : 
A Roman sworder and banditto slave 
©Murder'd sweet Tully; Brutus' bastard hand 
©Stabh'd Julius Caesar; savage islanders, 
Pompey the great: and Suffolk dies by pirates. 
| [Exit Sur. with Whitmore and others. 
Cap, And as for these Whose ransom we have 
set, 
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It is our pleasure, one of them depart : — 
Therefore come you with us, and let him f. | 
[ Exeunt all but the first Gentleman. 


Re-enter WIT MOR RN, with Suffolk's body, 


hit. There let his head and lifeleſs body lie, 
Until the queen his mistrels bury it. [Extt. 
I. Gent. O barbarous and bloody spectacle! 
©His body will T bear unto the king: 
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends; 
So will the queen, that living held bim dear. 
[Exit, with the body. 


SCENE II. 


Blackheath, 


Enter George Bevis and John Horrann, 


© Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, thaugh 
© made of a lach; they have been up these two 
© days. 

John. They have the more need to sleep now 
then. 

© Geo. TI tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means 
„to dreſs the commonwealih, and turn it, and set 
© a new nap upon. it. 

John, So he had need, for 'tis thread - bare. 
Well, I say, it was never merry world in Eng- 
land, since gentlemen came up. 


* Geo. O miserable age! Vutue is not regarded 
*in handycrafts-men. 


John. The nobility think scorn to go in leather 
© aprons, 


Geo. Nay more, the king's council are no 
* ood workmen. 
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* John. True; And yet it is said, — Labour in 
*thy vocation: which is as much to say, as, — 
*Jet the magistrates be labouring men; and there- 
* fore hould we be magistiates. 

* Geo. Thou hast hit it: for there's no better 
*sipn of a brave mind, than a hard hand. 

* ſohn. I] see them! I see them! There's Best's 
son, the tanner of Wingham; — 

* Geo. He sball have the skins of our enemies, 
*to make dog's leather of, 

Joh. And Dick the butcher, — 

* Geo. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and 
Ejniquity's throat cut like a calf. 

* john. And Smith the weaver: — 

* Geo. Arzo, their honed of life is spun. 

* John, Come, come, let's fall in with them. 


Drum. Enter Cave, Dick the butcher, SmriTu 
the weaver, and others in great number, 


© Cade. We John Cade, so term'd of our sup- 
e posed father, — 
Dick. Or rather, of stealing a cade of herrings. 
ſAside, 
© Conde. — for our enemies shall fall before us, 
inspired with the spirit of putting down kings 
Fan princes, — Command 1 
Dick. Silence! 
Cade, My father was a Mortimer, — 
Dick. He was au houest man, and a good brick- 


lay er. [ Aside. 
© Cade. My mother a Plantagenet, — 
© Dick. I knew her well, she was a midwife. 
[Aside. 
© Cade. My wife descended of the Lacies, — 


Dick She was, indeed, a pedlar's daughter, and 
sold many laces. [ Aside. 
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< Smith. But, now of late, not able to travel 
with her furr'd pack, she washes bucks here at 
© home. [Aside. 

<Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house. 

Dick. Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable; 
and there was he born, under a bedge; for his 
father had never a house, but the cage. [Aside. 

* Cade. Valiant I am. 

* Smith. *A must needs; for beggary is valiant, 

| [Aside, 

Cade. T am able to endure much. 

Dick. No question of that; for I have seen him 
whipp'd three market days together. [ Aside, 

Cade. | fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith. He need not fear the sword, for his coat 
is of proof, [ Aide. 

Dick. But, methinks, he should stand in fear 
of fie, being burnt i'the hand for stealing of 
sheep. Fey [ Aside. 

Cade. Be brave then; for your captain is brave, 
and vows reformation. Thee shall be, in Eng- 
land, seven half- penny loaves sold for a penny: 
the three-hoop'd pot shall have ten hoops; aud L 
will! make it felony, to drink small beer: all the 
realm shall be in common, and in Cheapside shall 
my palfry go to graſs. And, when I am king, 
(as king I will be) — 

All. God save your majesty ! 5 

© Cade, I thank you, good people: — there 
©5hall be no money; all shall eat and drink on 
my score; and I will apparel them all in one 
© livery, that they may agree like brothers, and 
„Worship me their lord. 


Dick. The first thing we do, let's kill all the 


lawyers, 

Cade. Nay, that T mean to do. Is not this a 
lamentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent 
lamb should be made parchment? that parchment, 
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being 8cribbled o'er, should undo a man? Some 
say, che bee tings: but | say, tis the bee's wax; 
for | did but seal once to a thing, and | was 
never mine own man since. How now? who's 


there? 


Enter some, bringing in the Clerk of Chatham. 


Smith. The cl-rk of Chatham: he can write 
and r-ad, and cast accoampt, 
Cade. () monstrons ! 


Smith, We took him setting of boys' copies. 
Cade. Here's a villain! 


Smi' h. H'as a book in his pocket, with red let- 
ters in't. 


Cade. Nav, then he 1s a conjurer, 

Dick. Nay, be can make obligations, and write 
court - hand. 

(ade Lam sorry for't: the man is a proper 
man, on mine honour; unlel> | find him guilty, 
©he shall not die. — Come hither, sirrah, I must 


Eexamine thee: What is thy name? 
Clerk. Emanuel. 


Dick. Thev use to write it on the top of let- 
ters; -— "Twill go hard wi h you, 
© Cade. _ Let we alone: — Dost thou use to 


ewriie thy name? or hast thou a mark to thyself, 
like an honest plain-gealing man? 


Clerk. Sir, T thank God, I have been so well 
brought up, that T can write my name. 


All. He hath confels'd: away with him; he's 


ba villain, and a traitor, 


© Cade. Away with him, T say: hang him with 
© his pen and inkhorn about bis neck. 


[ Exeunt Some with the Clerk. 


Enter Micnazsr, 
Mich. Where's our general? 
©Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 


KING HENRY VI. 89 


Mick. Fly, fly, fly! sir Humphrey Stafford 
©and his brother are hard by, with the king's 
forces. 

«Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or I'll fell thee 
down: He shall be encounter'd with a man as 
good as bimself; He is but a knight, is a? 

© Mich. No. 

©Cade. To equal him, T will make myself a 


knight presently; Rise up sir John Mortimer. 
Now have at him. 


Enter Sir Humphrey Srarronb, and William his 
Brother, with drum and forces. 


* Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum 
of Kent, 
* Mark'd for the gallows, — lay your weapons 
down, | | 
*Home to your cottages, forsake this groom j; — 
*The king is merciful, if you revolt. | 
* IV. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd 
to blood, 
*If you go forward: therefore yield, or die. 
Cade, As for these silken- coated slaves, I 
pals not; | 
It is to you, good people, that I speak, 
* O'er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign; 
*For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 


*Staf. Villain, thy father was a plaisterer; 
© And thou thyself, a shearman, Art thou not? 
Cade. And Adam was a gardener, 
© IV. Staf. And what of that? 
Cade. Marry, this: — Edmund Mortimer, earl 
of Nlarch, 


Married the duke of Clarence* daughter; Did 
he not? 
© Staf. Ay, sir. 
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Cade, By her be had two children at one 

birth. 

N. Staf. That's false. | 

© Cade. Ay there's the question; but, I say, 

tis true: 
„The elder of them, being put to nurse, 
„Was by a beggar- woman stol'n away; 
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage, 
© Became a bricklayer, when he caine to age: 
„His son am I; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, 'tis too true; therefore he sball be 

king. 

Smith. Sir, be made a chimney in my father's 
house, and the bricks are alive at this day to tes- 
tify it; therefore. deny it not. 

*FStaf. And will you credit this base drudge's 

words, 
*'That speaks he knows not what? 

* All. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye 

one. 

V. Staf. Tack Cade, the duke of York hath 

taught you this, 

*Cade, Helies, for T invented it myself. [Aside.] 
— Go to, sirrab, Tell the king from me, that — 
for his father's sake, Henry the fifth, in whose 
time boys went to «pan-counter for French crowns, 
— Lam content he shall reign; but PII be pro- 

ector over him. 

© Dick. And, furthermore, we'll have the lord 
©Say's head, for selling the dukedom of Maine. 

© Cade. And good reason; for thereby is En 
land maim'd. and fain to go with a staff, but 
that my puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I 
tell you, that that lord Say hath gelded the com- 
*mon-wealth, and made it an eunuch: and more 
„than that, he can speak French, and therefore 
he is a traitor, 

Staf. O groſs and miserable ignorance! 
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© Cade, Nay, answer, if you can: The French- 
© men are our enemies: go to then, Lask but this; 
Can he, that «peaks with the tongue of an ene- 
my, be a good counsellor, or no ? 


* All. No, no; and therefore we'll have his 
head. | 


W. Staf. Well, seeing gentle words will not 
revail, a 
* Assail them with the army of the king. 


Staf. Herald, away: and throughout every 
town, 

*Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade; 
© That those, which fly before the battle ends, 

«May, even in their wives' and children's sight, 
„Be hang'd up for example at their doors: — 

© And you, that be the king's friends, follow me. 

[Exeunt the two STAFroRDs, and forces. 


*Cade. And you, that love the commons, fol- 
low me. — | 
Now shew yourselves men, *tis for liberty. 
*We will not leave one lord, one gentleman: 
* Spare none, but such as go in clouted sboon; 
For they are thrifty honest men, and such 
* As would (but that they dare not) take our 
— parts. 


* Dick. They are all in order, and march 
toward us. 


* Cade. But then are we in order, when we 
*are most out of order. Come, march forward, 


[Eaeunt. 
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Another Part of Blackbeath. 


Alarums. The two parties enter, and fight, and both 
the Staffords are slain. 


ade. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ash- 
ford ? | | 


© Dick. Tere, sir. g 

©Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and 
*oxer, and thou behav'dst thyself as if thou hadst 
been in thine own slaughter- house: therefore 
„thus will | reward thee, — The Lent shall be 
*as long again as it is; and thou shalt have a 
© licence to kill for a hundred lacking one. 


Diek. I desire no more. 


* Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deserv'st no 
*leſs. This monument of the victory will I bear; 
* and the bodies shall be dragg'd at my horse 
* heels, till I do come to London, where we will 
have the mayor's sword borne before us. 


Dich. If we mean to thrive and do good, break 
* open the goals, and let out the prisoners. 


* Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, 
*let's march towards London. 


[ Exeunt. 


KING HENRY VI. 


I 


A, 


London. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter King Hr x nN, reading a Supplication; the dule 
of BUCKINGHAM, and lord Sax with him: at a 
distance, Queen MARGARET, mourning Over SU rs 
FOLK's head. | 


*0. Mar. Oft have J heard — that grief softens 
the mind, 
* And makes it feartul and degenerate; 
*'Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep. 
*But who can cease to weep, and look on this? 
* Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast: 
*But where's the body that I sbould embrace? 
© Buck, What answer makes your grace to the 
freb+1s* supplication ? 
K. Hen. I'll send some holy bishop to en- 
; treat: 
For God forbid, so many simple souls 
Should perish by the sword! And I myself, 
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short, 
Will parly with Jack Cade their general. — 
But $toy, III read it over once again, 
* 0. Mar. Ab, barbarous villains! hath this 
lovely face 
*Ruld, like a wandering planet, over me; 
* And could it not enforce them to relent, 
* That were unworthy to behold the same? 
©K. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to 
have thy head, 
Say. Ay, but I hope, your highneſs shall 
have bis. 
K. Hen. How now, madam ? Still 
Lamenting, and mourning for Suffolk's death ? 
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J fear, my love, if that I had been dead, 
Thou wouldest not have mourn'd so much for 
me. 
OC. Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn, 
but die for thee. 


7 
# 
P 
7 


Enter a Messenger. 


*K. Hen. How now! what news? why com'st 
: thou in such haste? 
Mess. The rebels are in Southwark; Fly, my 
lord! 
© Jack Cade proclaims himself lord Mortimer, 
© Descended from the duke of Clarence' house; 
And calls your grace usurper, openly, 
© And vows to crown himself in Westminster. 
His army is a ragged maltitude 
„Ok binds and peasants, rude and mercileſs: 
«Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother's death 
© Hath given them heart and courage to proceed: 
* All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, 
They call — false caterpillars, and intend their 
death, 
*K. Hen. O graceleſs men! they know not 
what they do. 
© Buck, My gracious lord, retire to Kenelworth, 
Until a power be rais'd to put them down. 
*0. Mar. Ah! were the duke of Suffolk now 
alive, 
*These Kentish rebels wonld be soon appeas'd. 
K. Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee, 
©Therefore away with us to Kenelworth. 
Say. So might your grace's person be in 
danger; 
„The sight of me is odious in their eyes: 
© And therefore in this city will I stay, 
„And live alone as secret as I may. 


* 
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Enter another Messenger. 


* 2, Mess. Jack Cade bath gotten London- bridge; 
the citizens 
*Fly and forsake their houses : 
»The rascal people, 3 after prey, 
* Join with the traitor; and they jointly swear, 
*To spoil the city, and your fbyal court. 
Buck. Then linger not, my lord; away, take 
horse. 


K. Hen. Come, Margaret; God, our hope, 


will succour us. 


* 0. Mar, My, hope is gone, now Suffolk is 


. deceas'd, 
*K. Hen, Farewel, my lord; [to Lord Say.] 
trust not the Kentish rebels. 
* Buck. Trust no body, for fear you be be- 
tray'd. 4 
Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence, 
* And therefore am I bold and resolute. 


- (Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


The same. The Tower. 


Enter Lord ScArks, and Others, on the walls, Then 
enter certain Citizens, below, 


Scales. How now? is Jack Cade slain? 

1. Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain; for 
they have won the bridge, killing all those that 
withstand them: The lord mayor craves aid of 


your honour from the Tower, to defend the city 


from the rebels. 


Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall 
command ; 
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But I am troubled here with them myself, 

The rebels have assay'd to win the Tower. 

But get you to Smithheld, and gather head, 

And thither I will send you Matthew Gough: 

Fight for 8 king, your country, and your 

ives; 

And so farewel, for I must hence again. 

[Exzeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


The same. Cannon street. 


Enter Jack CADE, and his followers. He strikes his 
Staff on London-stone. 


Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And 
here, sitting upon London-stone, I charge and 
command, that, of the city's cost, the pissing- 
conduit run nothing but claret wine this first year 
of our reign, And now, hence-forward, it shall 
be treazon for any that calls me other than — 
lord Mortimer. 


Enter a Soldier, running. 


Sol. Jack Cade! Jack Cade! 

Cade. Knock him down there. [ They kill him. 
* Smith, If this fellow be wise, he'll never call 
you Jack Cade more; I think, be hath a very 
* fair warning. 

Dick. My lord, there's an army gather'd together 
in Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let's go fight with them: 
But, first, go and set London-bridge on fire; and, 
if you can, burn down the Tower too. Come, 
let's away, _ : [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


The same. Smithfield. 


Alarum. Enter, on one side, Cab and his company: 


on the other, Citizens, and the King's forces, headed 


by Matthew Gough. They fight; the citizens are 
routed, and Matthew Gough is lain. 


Cade. So, sirs: — Now go some and pull down 


the Savoy; others to the inns of court; down 


with them all. 

Dick, T have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou sball have it for 
that word. 

© Dick, Only, that the laws of England may 
come out of your mouth. « 

© Jolin. Mals, *twill be sore law then; for he 
«was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and.'tis 
not whole yet. [Axnde, 

* Smith. Nay, John, it will be stinking law; 
„for his breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. 

[Aside. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be so. 
Away, burn all the bh: 1 of the realm; my 
«mouth shall be the parliament of England. 

ohn. Then we are like to have biting statutes, 


" * unleſs his teeth be pull'd out. [ Avide. 


* Cade. And henceforward all things shall be 


* in common. 


Enter a Messen ger. 


Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize! here's the 
© lord Say, which sold the towns in France; * he 
that made us pay one and twenty fifteens, and 
* one shilling to the pound, the last subsidy. 


Vol. V. G : 
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Enter George Brvis, with the Lord Sar. 


© Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten 
© times. — Ab, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou 
©buckram lord! now art thou within point-blau!: 
© of our jurisdiction regal. What canst thou vu- 
©gwer to my majesty, for giving up of Normeniy 
Cunto mounsieur Basimecu, the dauphin of Irance? 
Be it known unto thee by these presence, even 
the presence of lord Mortimer, that I am the 
©besom that must sweep the court clean of such 
© filth as thou art. Thou hast most traiterously 
© corrupted the youth of the realm, in erecting a 
grammar-school: and whereas, before, our fore- 
„Fathers had no other books but the score and the 
©tally, thou hast caused printing to be used; and, 
© contrary to the king, his crown, and dignity, thou 
© hast built a paper- mill. It will be proved to 
thy face, that thou hast men about thee, that 
© usually talk of a noun, and a verb; and such 
© abominable words, as no christian ear can endure 
©to bear. Thou hast appointed justices of peace, 
to call poor men before them about matters they 
(were not able to answer. Moreover, thou hast 
put them in prison; and, because they could not 
© read, thou hast hang'd them; when, indeed, only 
« for that cause they have been most worthy to 
„live. Thou dost ride on a foot- cloth, dost thou 
not? 

Say. What of that? 


Cade. Marry, thou ought'st not to let thy horse 
wear a cloak, when honester men than thou g0 
in their hose and doublets. 


Dicht. And work in their shirt too; as myself, 
for example, that am a butcher. 


Say. You men of Kent, — 
Dick. What say you of Kent? 


<*- 


8 
* 
7 
* 
Se 

; 


> 


KING HENRY VI. 99 


© Fay, Nothing but this: Tis bona terra, mala 
gens. | 
© Cade. Away with him, away with him! he 
* spcaks Latin. 


* Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where 
vou will. 
Kent, in the commentaries Caesar writ, 
Is term'd the civil'st place of all this isle: 
Sweet is the country, because full of riches; 
»The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy; 
Which makes me hope you are not void of 
ity.. 
I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy ; 
* Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 
* Tustice with favour have I always done; 
* Prayers and tears have moy'd me, gifts could 
never. 
*When have I aught exacted at your hands, 
*Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and 
ou ? | 
* Large DIR ak I bestow'd on learned clerks, 
*Because my book preferr'd me to the king: 
* And — seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 
*Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to 
heaven, — 


_F* Unleſs you be posseſs'd with devilish spirits, 


*You cannot but forbear to murder me. 
*This tongue bath parley'd unto foreign kings 
* For your behoof, — 


* Cade. Tut! when struck'st thou one blow 
in the field ? 


Say. Great men have reaching hands: oft 
have I struck 


*Those that I never saw, and struck them 
dead. 


* Geo, O monstrous coward! what, to come 
behind folks ! 


G 2 
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Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for 

your good. 

* Cade. Give him a box o'the ear, and that 
will make em red again. 

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men's 

causes 
* Hlath made me full of sickneſs and diseases. 

* Cade. Ye sball have a hempen caudle then, 
* and the help of a hatchet. 

© Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man? 

© Say. The palsy, and not fear, provokes me? 

(Cade. Nay, he nods at us; as who should say, 
©P'l be even with you. I'Il see if his head will 
©stand steadier on a pole, or no: Take bim away, 
and behead him. 

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended 

most? 

* Have I affected wealth, or honour; speak? 

* Are my chests fill'd np with extorted gold ? 

*1s my apparel sumptuous to bebold? 

* Whom have I ivjur'd, that ye seel my death? 

*These hands are free from guiltleſs blood- 
shedding, | 

This breast from harbouring foul deceitful 
thoughts, 

* O, let me live! 

*Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words: 
but I'll bridle it; he shall die, an it be but for 
* pleading so well for his life. Away with him! 
*he has a familiar under his tongue; he speaks 
not o'God's name. Go, take him away, . 
and strike off his head presently; and then break 
into his sou-in-law's reg Sir James Cromer, 


and strike off his head, and bring them both 
upon two poles bither. 
© All. It shall be done. | 
Say. Ah, countrymen! if when you make 
your prayers, 


ia £ 


God should be so obdurate as yourselves, 
* How would it fare with your departed souls? 
* And therefore yet relent, and save my life. 


* Cade, Away with him, and do as I com- 
mand ye. 
[ Exeunt some, with Lord Sar. 


© The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear 
*a head on his shoulders, unleſs he pay me tri- 
chute; there shall not a maid be married, but she 
shall pay to me her maidenhead ere they have 
tit: Men shall hold of me in capite; and we, 
© charge and command, that their*wives be as free 
das heart can wish, or tongue can tell. 


* Dick. My lord, when sball we go to Cheap- 
side, and take up commodities upon our bills? 


© Cade. Marry, presently. 
© All. O brave! 


Re-enter Rebels, with the heads of Lord Say and 


his son-in-latw, 


© Cade. But is not this braver? — Let them 
©kils one another; for they loved well, when 


" *they were alive. Now part them again, lest 


© they consult about the giving up of some more 
towns in France. Soldiers, defer the spoil of 
the city until night: for with these borne before 
© us, instead of maces, will we ride through the 
*8treets; and, at every corner, have them kiſs. — 
Away! | 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIII. 


Southwark. 
Alarum, Enter Cave, and all his rabblement. 


* Cade, Up Fish-street! down saint Magnus' 
© corner! kill and knock down! throw them into 
* Thames! — [A parley sounded, then a retreat. 


What noise is this T hear? Dare any be so bold 


*to sound retreat or parley, when I command 
*them kill? 


Enter BuckinGnAm, and old CTLITITTO RD, 
with forces. 


© Brick. Ay, here they be that dare, and will 
disturb thee ; 
Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the 
kin 
©Unto the —— whom thou hast misled; 
And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 
„That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 
* Clif. What say ye, countrymen? will ye 
relent, | | 
© And yield to mercy, whilst 'tis offer'd you; 
© Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths? 
Who loves the king, and will embrace his 
pardon, 
*Flivg up his cap, and say — God save his 
majesty ! 
Who bateth him, and honours not his father, 
„Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake, 
* Shake he his weapon at us, and paſs by. 
All. God save the king! God save the king! 
© Cade. What, eee e and Clifford, are 
ye 80 brave? — And you, base peasants, do ye 
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believe him? will you needs he hang'd with 

© your pardons about your necks? Hath my sword 

© therefore broke through London gates, that yon 

should leave me at the VV hitebart in Southwark? 

<1 thought, ye would never have given out these 

* arms, till you had recover'd your ancient freedom: 

hut you are all recreants, and dastards;z and de- 

© light to live in slavery to the nobility. Let 

* them break your backs with burdens, take your 

© houses over your heads, ravish your wives and 

daughters before your faces: For me, — I will 

* make sbift for one; and 30 — God's curse light 

capon you all! 

All. Well follow Cade, we'll follow Cade. 
« Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the fifth, 

„That thus you do exclaim — you'll go with 
him? 

Will he conduct you through the heart of 
France, 

And make the meanest of yon earls and dukes? 

* Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to; 

Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil, 

©! /nlels by robbing of your friends, and us. 

\Ver't not a shame, that, whilst you live at 
jar, 

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished, 

„Should make a start o'er seas, and vauquish 
you ? 

©\Tethinks, already, in this civil broil, 

<T ee them lording it in Londo reets, 

„Crying — FVilageorts! unto all they meet. 

© Better, ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry. 

„Thau you should stoop unto a Frenchman's 
mercy. 

To — France, and get What you have 
Ost; 

© Spare England, for it is your native coast: 

Henry hath money, you are strong and manly; 
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God on our side, doubt not of victory. 
Hl. A Clifford! a Clifford! we'll follow the 
„king, and Clifford. 
© Cade, Was ever feather so lightly blown to 
and fro, as this multitude? the name of Henry 
©the fifth hales them to an hundred mischiefs, 
and makes them leave me desolate. TI see them 
lay their heads together. to surprize me: my 
sword make way for me, for here is no staying. 
© — In despight of the devils and hell, have 
©through the very midst of you! and heavens 
©and honour be witneſs, that no want of resolu— " 
„tion in me, but only my followers' base and 
©zgnomintous treasons, makes me betake me to | 
my heels. [ Exit, . 
Buck. What, 15 he fled? go some, and fol- 2 
low him; F. 
© And he, that brings his head unto the king, 
Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — 
| ; [ Exeunt Some of them. 
Follow me, soldiers; we'll devise a mean 
To recoucile you all unto the king. 


* 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE: 


Kenelworth Castle. 


Enter King Hx NR, Queen MARGARET, and SOMERSET, 
on the terrace of the Castle. 


R. Hen, Was ever king, that joy'd an earthly 
throne, | 

* And could command no more content than 1? 

No sooner was I crept out of my cradle, 

* But I was made a king, at nine months old: 

Was never subject long'd to be a king, 

*As I do long and wish to be a subject. 
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Enter Buck IN GAM, and Crrrronp. 


* Buck, Health, and glad tidings, to your ma- 
jesty! 
* K. Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor 
Cade arp 
*Or is he but retir'd to make bim strong? 


Enter, below, a great number of Cade's followers, 
with halters about their necks, 


«Clif. He's fled, my lord, and all his powers 
do yield; 
© And humbly thus with halters on their necks 
Expect your bighnels' doom, of life, or death. 
K. Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy ever- 
lasting gates, | 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praise! — 
„Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your lives, 
And shew'd how well you love your prince 
and country : 
«Continue still in this so good a mind, 
And Henry, though he be infortunate, 
© As8gure yourselves, will never be unkind: 
© And so, with thanks, and pardon to you all, 
©] do dismiſs you to your several countries. 


All. God save the king! God save the king ! 


Enter a Messen ger. 


Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised, 
*The duke of ge is newly come from Ire- 
lang : 
* And with a puissant and a mighty power, 
* Of galloglasses, and stout kerns, 
* Is marchiog hitherward in proud array; 
*And still proclaimeth, as he comes along, 
* His arms are ouly to remove from thee 


4 — 
—— 
4 — — 
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»The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a 
traitor, 


K. Hen, Thus stands my state, 'twixt Cade 
; and York distrels'd ; 
* Like to a sbip, that, having 'scap'd a tempest, 


Is straitway calm, and boarded with a pirate: 


* But now is Cade driven back, his men dis- 
ers'd ; 

* And now eis York in arms, to second him. — 

*] pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet him; 

* And ask him, what's the reason of these arms. 

*Tell him, I'll send duke Edmund to the 

Tower; — 

* And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither, 

* Until his army be dismils'd from him. 
* Som. My lord, 

I' yield myself to prison willingly, 

* Or unto death, to do my country good. 
* K. Hen, In any case, be not too rough in 


terms; 5 
n For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard 
language. 
* Buck, T will, my lord; and doubt not so to 
deal, 


* As all things shall redound unto your good. 
* K. en, Come, wiſe, let's in, and learn to 
g0vern better; 
* For yet may England curse my wretched reign. 
[Exeunt. 


3 & 3 Wo 
— 


Kent. Iden's Garden. 


Enter CA DER. 


* Cade. Fie on ambition! fie on myself; that 
* have a sword, and yet am ready to famish ! 
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These five days have J hid me in these woods; 
„and durst not peep out, for all the country is 
*Jlay'd for me; but now am I 80 hungry, that if 
*I might have a lease of my life for a thousand 


* years, I could stay no longer. Wherefore, on 


*a brick - wall have I climb'd into this garden; to 
* see if I can eat graſs, or pick a sallet another 
* while, which is n Imile to cool a man's stomach 
* this hot weather. And, I think, this word sallet 
* was born to do me good: for, many a time, but 
*for a sallet, my brain-pan had been cleft with a 
* brown bill; and, many a time, when I have 
* been dry, and bravely marching, it hath served 
me instead of a quart-pot to drink in; and now 
* the word sallet must serve me to feed on. 


Enter Ip Ex, with Servants. 


©Tden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the 
court, 


tAnd may enjoy such quiet walks as these? 


This small inberitance, my father left me, 
© Contenteth me, and is worth a monarchy. 
J 8eek not to wax great by others“ waining; 
„Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy; 
© Sufficeth, that I have maintains my state, 
„And sends the poor well pleased from my gate, 
«Cade, Here's the lord of the soil come to s8eize 
me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple with- 
out leave. Al, villain, thou wilt betray me, aud 
get a thousand crowns of the king for carrying 
*my head to him; but I'll make thee eat iron like 
tan ostridge, and swallow my sword like a great 
pin, ere thou and I part. 


Iden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe'er thou 
be, 


J know thee not; Why then should J betray 
thee ? 


108 KING HENRY VI. 


©<Tst not enough, to break into my garden, 
* And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds. 
© Climbing my walls in spight of me the owner, 


But thou wilt brave me with these s8aucy - 


terms ? 

Cade. Brave thee? ay, by the best blood that 
ever was broach'd, and beard thee too. Look on 
me well: I have eat no meat these five days; 

et, come thou and thy five men, and if I do not 
| hag you all as dead as a door-nail, I pray God, 
I may never eat graſs more. | 

Iden. Nay. it shall ne'er be said, while Eng- 

land stands, 

That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, 
Took odds to combat a poor famish'd man. 
© Oppose thy stedfastgazing eyes to mine, 
© See if thou canst out-face me with thy looks. 
«Set mb to limb, ani thou art far the lesser: 
©Thy hand is but a finger to my fist; 

Thy leg a stick, compared with this truncheon; 
My foot mel hght with all the strength thou 
Unst; . 

© And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 

Thy grave is digg d already in the earth. 

© As for words, whose greatnels answers words, 
Jet this my sword report what speech forbears. 

* Cade. By my valour, the most complete cham- 
*pion that ever I heard, — Steel if thou turn 
the edge, or cut not out the burly - boned clown 
ein chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, 1 
© beseech God on my knees, thou may'st be turn'd 
to hobnails. | They fight. Cade falls.] O, Jam 
„slain! famine, and no other, hath slain me: let 
„ten thousand devils come against me, and give 
eme but the ten meals I have lost, and I'd defy 
them all, Wither, garden; and ke henceforth a 
© burying-place to all that do dweil in this house, 
© because the unconquer'd soul of Cade is fied. 
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Iden. Ts't Cade that I have slain, that mon- 
strous traitor? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 
„And hang thee o'er my tomb, when I am 
dead: 
* Ne'er shall this blood be wiped from thy 
Oint; 
*But thou shalt wear it as a herald's coat, 
* To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 
<Cade. Iden, farewel; and be proud of thy vic- 
©tory : Tell Kent from me, she bath lost her beat 
© man, and exhort all the world to be cowards; 
<for I, that never fear'd any, am vanquisb'd by 
© famine, not by valour. [ Dies, 


* Iden. How much thou wrong'st me, heaven 
be my judge, | 
* Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that 
bare thee! 

* And as I thrust thy body in with my sword, 
* So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell. 
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 
„Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave, 


And there cut off thy most ungracious bead; 


Which I will bear in triumph to the king, 
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. 
[Exit, dragging out the body, 
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ACT V. SCENE L 


The same. Tields between Dartford and 
Blackheath. 


The King's Camp on one Side. On the other, enter 
York attended, with drum and colours: his forces 
at some distance. 


Fork. From Ireland thus comes York, to claim 
his right, 
And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's 
| head : 
Ring, bells, aloud; burn, boulires, clear and 
bright, 
To entertain great Fngland's lawful king. 
Ah, sancta majestas! who would not buy thee 
b dear? | 
© Let them obey, that know not how to rule; 
„This hand was made to handle nought but 
old: | 
J cannot ns due action to my words, 
Except a sword, or scepter, balance it. 
© A scepter shall it have, have I a soul; 
On which Tl toſs the flower-de-luce of France. 


: Enter BucxIiNx GAM. 


©Whom have we here? Buckingham, to disturb 
me ? 
«The king hath sent him, sure: I must dis- 
semble. 
Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet 
thee well. 
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Fork. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept 
thy greeting. 
Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure? 
© Buck, A messenger from IIenry, our dread 


licge, 
To know the reason of these arms in peace; 
«Or why, thou — being a subject as I am, — 


„Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 

« Should'st raise so great a power without his 
leave, 

© Or dare to bring thy force so near the court. 

© York. Scarce can I speak, my choler] 

is 80 great. | 

„O, I could hew up rocks, and fight 
with flint, | 

J am so angry at these abject terms; 

And now, like Ajax Telamonius, 

© On sheep or oxen could I spend my ( Aside. 
fury! 7 

J am far better born than is the king; 

More like a king, more kingly in my 

ö thoughts: 

But I must make fair weather yet a 
while, 

«Till Henry be more weak, and I more 
strong. — 

40 Buckingham, Os pardon me, 

„That I bave given no auswer all this while; 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 

The cause why I have brought this army 
hither, 

Js — to remove proud Somerset from the king, 

© Seditious to his grace, and to the state. 

Buch. That is too much presumption on thy 
art: 

But if thy arms be to no other end, 

Ihe king hath yielded unto thy demand; 

„The duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 
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Fork. Upon tbine honour, is he prisoner? 
Buck, Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 
© York, Then, Buckingham, I do dismiſs my 
powers. — a 
Soldiers, I thank you all; disperse yourselves; 
© Meet me to- morrow in saint George's field, 
„ou shall have pay, aud every thing you 
x wish. — 
* And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 
Command my eldest son, — nay, all my sons, 
* As pledges of my fealty and love, 
'n send them all as willing as I live: 
* Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have 
Is bis to use, so Somerset may die. 
© Buck, York, I commend this kind 'submis- 
sion: 
We twain will go into his highnels' tent. 


Enter King HANRT, attented, 


K. Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no 
harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 
* York. Tu all submission and humility, 
*York doth present himself unto your highneſs. 
* K. Hen. Then what intend these forces thou 
dost bring ?. 
Fork. To heave the traitor Somerset from 
hence; 
* And fight against that monstrous rebel, Cade, 
Who since I hear'd to be discomfited. 


Enter IDen, with Cade's head. 


Iden. If one 80 rude, and of so mean con- 


| dition, | 
© May pals into the presence of a king, 
(Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head, 


The 
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© The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 


115 


K. Hen. The head of Cade? — Great God, 
: bow just art thou! — 
©O, let me view his visage being dead, 
«That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my friend; art thou the man that 
slew him? 
Iden. IJ Was, an't like your majesty. 
K. Hen. How art thou call'd? and what is 
thy degree? 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name; 
© A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 
* Buck. So please it you, my loid, *twere not 
amiſs 
* He were created knight for his good service. 
K. Hen, Iden, kneel down; [he kneels.} Rise 
up a knight. > 
We give thee for reward a thousand marks; 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty, 
© And never live but true unto his liege! 
K. Hen. See, Buckingham! Somerset comes 
with the queen; | 
© Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 


_ 


Enter Queen ManGanet, and Somrnser. 


0. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not 
| hide his head, FLY 
But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

© York, How now! is Somerset at liberty ? 
„Then, York, unloose thy long imprison't 

; | thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart. - 
© Shall I endure the sight of Somerset? — REY 
„False king! why hast thou broken faith with 

me, 

Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse? 
Vol. V. 3 


* 
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York. Upon tbine honovr, is he prisoner? 
Buck, Upon mine honour, he is ptisoner, 
© York, Then, Buckingham, I do dismiſs my 
powers. — 
Soldiers, I thank you all; disperse yourselves; 
© Meet me to- morrow in saint George's field, 
„ou shall have pay, aud every thing you 
Wish. — 
* And let my Sovereign, virtuous Henry, 
Command my eldest son, — nay, all my sons, 
* As pledges of my fealty and love, 
'n send them all as willing as I live: 
* Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing J have 
„Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 
© Buck, York, I commend this kind submis— 
SLON ; 
<We twain will go into his highnels* tent. 


Enter King HN RT, attented, 


K. Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no 
harm to us, 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm? 
* York, Ta all submission and bumility, 
*York doth present himself unto your highneſs, 
K Hen. Then what intend these forces thou 
dost bring 7 | 
Fork. To heave the traitor Somerset from 
| hence; | 
„And fight against that monstrous rebel, Cade, 
Who since I hear'd to be discomtited. 


Enter Ipxx, with Cade's head, 


Iden. If one so rude, and of so mean con- 
dition, | 
© May pals into the presence of a king, 
(Lo, I present your grace a traitor's head, 


«The 


p SC. . 


3 
k 

. 

N 


Shall I endure t 


* D 5 ; 3 c n 
TY A. n 5 ©" "Wor Þ n e 3 . 


KING HENRY VI. 115 


© The head of Cade, whom J in combat slew. 
K. Hen. The head of Cade? — Great God, 
how just art thou! — 
O, let me view his visage being dead, 


That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 


Tell me, my friend; art thou the mau that 
slew him? | 
Iden. I was, an't like your maiesty. 
K. Ilen. How art thou calld? and what is 
thy degree? 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name; 
© A poor e$quire of Kent, that loves his king. 
* Buck. So please it you, my loid, 'twere not 
amils 
* Ile were created knight for his good service. 
K. Hen. Iden, kneel down; [he kneels.} Rise 
up a knight. 
© We give thee for reward a thousand marks; 
© And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty, 
And never live but true unto his liege! 
K. len. See, Buckingham! Somerset comes 
with the queen; 
© Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke. 


Enter Queen ManrGanet, and SOMERSET. 


O. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not 
hide his head, 
But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 
© York, How now! is Somerset at liberty? 
„Then, York, unloose thy long imprison'd 
thoughts, 
And let thy ings, bay be equal with thy heart. 
e sight of Somerset? — 
„False king! why hast thou broken faith with 
me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse? 


Vol. Y. H 
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King did I call thee? no, thou art no king; 

Not fit to govern and rule multitudes, 

Which dar'st not, no, nor canst not rule a 
traitor. 

That head of thine doth not become a crown ; 

«Thy hand is made to prasp a palmer's staff, 

And not to grace an awful princely scepter. 

©That gold must round engirt these brows of 
mine; 

Whose smile and frown like to Achilles'“ spear, 


Ils able with the change to kill and cure. 


© Here is a hand to hold a scepter up, 
© And with the same to act controlling laws. 
Give place; by heaven, thou sbalt rule no 
more 
© O'er him, whom heaven created for thy ruler. 
Som. () monstrous traitor! — T arrest thee, 
. York, 
© Of capital treason gainst the king and crown: 
* Obey, audacious traitor; kneel for grace. 
* York, Would'st have me kneel? first let me 
ask of these, 
*If they can brook I bow a knee to man, — 
»Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail; 
[Exit an Attend. 


»I know, ere they will have me go to ward, | 
* They'll pawn their 8words for my enfranchise- 


ment. | 
O. Mar, Call hither Clifford; bid him come 
amain, [Exit BucxinGuan. 


K To say, if that the bastard boys of York 

* Shall be the surety for their traitor father. 
Fork. O blood- bespotted Nespolitan, 

* Out-cast of Naples, England's bloody scourge! 

«The sons of York, thy . in their birth, 

Shall be their father's bail; and bane to those 

That for my surety will refuse the boys. a 
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Enter EpwWwanůè and Richard PLAN TAOGEN NT, with 
orces, at one Side; at the other, with forces 
also, old CLirronp and his son. 


* See, where they come; Tl warrant, they'll 
make it good. 
* O. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny 
their bail. 
« Clif. Health and all happineſs to my lord 
the king! [Kneels. 
© York. IJ thank thee, Clifford: Say, what 
news with thee? | 
* Nay, do not fright us with an angry look: 
We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again; 
„For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee. 
«Clif. This is my king, York, I do not mis- 
„„ ke 
But thou mistak'st me much, to think I do: — 
„To Bedlam with him! is the man grown mad? 
K. Hen. Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambi- 
tious humour | 
* Makes him oppose bimself against his king. 
* Clif. He is a traitor; let him to the Tower, 
And chop away that factious pate of his. 
O. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey; 
© His sons, he says, sball give their words for 
| him. 
* York. Will you not, sons? 
Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will 
serve. 
Rich. And if words will not, then our 
| weapons shall. | 
* Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have 
we here! 
Fork.“ Look in a glaſs, and call thy image 
80; 
*I am thy king, and thou a false-heart 
traitor, — 


H 2 
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© Call hither to the stake my two brave bears, 
That, with the very shaking of their chains, 
* They may astonish these fell lurking curs; 
* Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me. 


Drums. Enter WanwnrckKk and SALIS HU nV 
with forces. Fel | 


« Clif. Are these thy bears? we'll bait thy 
bears to death, 
© And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, 
It thou dar'st bring them to the baiting- place. 
* Rick. Oft have I seen a hot o'er-weening 
cur 
*Run back and bite, because he was withheld ; 
Who, being suffer'd with the bear's fell paw, 
* Hath clapp'd = tail between his legs, and 
cry'd: 
* And such a piece of service will you do, 
*If you oppose yourselves to match lord War- 
wick. 
Clif. ay heap of wrath, foul indigested 
| ump, 
As crooked in he manners as thy shape! 
Fork. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly 
anon. 
»Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you burn 
yourselves. 
K. Hen, Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot 
to bow? — 
* Old Salisbury, — shame to thy silver hair, 
Thou mad mis-leader of thy brain-sick son! — 
What, wilt thou on thy death- bed play the 
rufhan, 
*And seek for sorrow with thy spect#cles ?: — 
*O, where is faith? O, where is loyalty? 
If it be banish'd from the frosty head, | 
Where shall it find a harbour in the earth? — 
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*\Vilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 
* And shame thine honourable age with blood? 
* Why art thou old, and want'st experience? 
* Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it? 
* For shame! in duty bend thy knee to me, 
* That bows unto the grave with mickle age. 
* Sal, My lord, I have consider'd with my- 
selt . 
* The title of this most renowned duke; | 
* And in my conscience do repute his grace 
The rightful heir to England's royal seat. 
* K. Hen. Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto 
me ? 


* Sal. I have. 
K. Hen, Canst thou dispense with heaven for 
such an oath? 
* Sal. It is great sin, to swear unto a sin; 
* But greater sin, to keep a sinful oath, 
Who can be bound by any solemn vow 
*To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 
* To force a spotleſs virgin's chastity, 
* Jo reave the orphan of his patrimony, 
7 Jo wring the widow from her custom'd right; 
* Aud have no other reason for this wrong, 
* But that he was bound by a solemn oath ? 
* 0. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sophister. 
K. Hen. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm 
himself. 
Tork. Call Buckingham, and all the friends 
thou hast, | 
am xesolv'd for death, or dignity. 
* Clif. The first I warrant thee, if dreams 
| prove true. 
Mar. You were best to go to bed, and 
dream again, | | | 
Lo keep thee from the tempest of the field. 
Clif. IJ am resolv'd to bear a greater storm, 
han any thou canst conjure up to-day; 


— 
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And that Til write upon thy burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houshold badge. 
War. Now by my father's badge, old Nevil's 
crest, | ' | 
The rampant bear chain'd to the ragged staff, 
This day I'll wear aloft my burgonet, 
(As on a mountain top the cedar shews, 
That keeps his leaves in spight of any storm,) 
Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 
Clif. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy 
| bear, | 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
©Despight the bear-ward that protects the bear. 
. we And so to arms, victorious father, 
©To quell the rebels, und their complices. 
Rich, Fie! charity, for shame, speak not in 
spight, | | 
For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night. 
. Clif. Foul stigmatick, that's more than thou | 
canst tell. x 
Rick. If not in heaven, you'll surely sup in 
hell. 775 


[Exeunt Severally, 


SCE N E II. 
Saint Albans. 


Alarums; Excursions. Enter WARWICK. 


War. Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwick 
calls! 
And if thou dost not hide thee from the bear, 
Now, — when the angry trumpet sounds alarm, 
And dead men's cries do fill the empty air, — 
Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me! 
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Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms, 


Enter YORK. 


How now, my noble lord? what, all a-foot? 
„Fork. The deadly - banded Clifford slew my 
steed ; 
But match to match I have encounter'd him, 
© And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
{Even of the . beast he lov'd so well. 


Enter CLlirronD. 


Var. Of one or both of us the time is 
come. , 
York, Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some 
other chace, 
For I myself must hunt this deer to death. 
Var. Then, nobly, York; 'tis for a crown 
thou fight'st. — 
As IJ intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, 
It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail'd. 
[Exit Warwick. 
Clif. What seest thou in me, York? why 
dost thou pause? 
Tork. With thy brave bearing should I be 
in love, 
But that thou art so fast mine enemy. 


«Clif. Nor should thy prowelſs want praise 
and esteem, | 


„But that 'tis shewn ignobly, and in treason. 
„Tork. So let it help me now against thy 

| sword, 

As I in justice and true right expreſs it! 


« Clif. My soul and body on the action 
both! — 
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Fork. A dreadful lay! — addreſs thee in- 


stantly. | 
[ They f:ght, and Clifford falls. 
© Clif. La fin couronne les ocuvres. [Dies. 


York, Thus war hath given thee peace, for 
thou art still. 
Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will! 


[ Exit. 


Enter young CL1rronD. 


*Y. Clif. Shame and confusion! all is on tlie 
rout ; 5 
Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds Lf 
*Where it should guard. O war, thou son f 
| 55 
*Whom angry beavens do make their minister, | 
*Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part 15 
* Hot coals of vengeance! — Let no soldier 
ily: | 
* He, that is truly dedicate to war, 
* Hath no self-love; nor he, that loves himself, 
* Hath not essentially, but by circumstance, 
»The name of valour. — O, Jet the vile world 
end, [Seeing his dead father. 


* And the premised flames of the last day 
Knit earth and heaven together! 
* Now let the general trumpet blow his blast, 
* Particularities and petty sounds | 
*'To cease! — Wast thou ordain'd, dear father, 
To lose thy youth in peace, and to atchieve 
10 *The silver livery of advised age; FER 
1 *And, in thy reverence, and thy chair - days, 
## 22 thus | 
*'To die in ruſſian battle? — Even at this 
| sight, 


2 LS 

* . * 4 ls FA 35 1 

I” 7.” » 2 PV, = 2, Rs 

7 — p »” , : +” 2 * - 1 hn * © 2 \ 

v . 4 C —— bs 4 . 1 # 
0 n r 5 . P. 
r wp * 72 n 8 * p 
4 . On %..< — * . 4 — & by » " » Fs > 4 * 
. * - we 2 


KING HENRY VI. 121 
My heart is turn'd to stone: and, while 'tis 
mine, | 


It shall be stony. York not our old men 


spares; 

* No more will I their babes: tears virginal 

„Shall be to me even as the dew to fire; 

* And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims, 

* Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 

* Henceforth, I will not bave to do with pity: 

* Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

* Into as many gobbets will I cut it, 

* As wild Medea young Absyrtus did: 

*In cruelty will I seek out my fame. 

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford's house; 
[Taking up the body. 

© As did Aeneas old Anchises bear, | 

„So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders; 

*But then Aeneas bare a living load. 

* Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. 


[Extt. 


Enter Richard PLAN TACTN ZT and SOMERSET, 
ig liting, and SOMERSET is Hilled. 


Rich. So, lie thou there; — 


For, underneath an ale-house' paltry sign, 
The Castle in saint Albans, Somerset 


Hath made the wizard famous in his death. — 


* Sword, ow oy temper; heart, be wrathful 
SHI : 


*Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. 
[ Exit, 


Alarums. Excursions. Enter King Hrwry, Queen 
ManrGcarzr, and Others, retreating. 


O. Mar. Away, my lord, you are slow; for 
shame, away! 
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* K. Hen. Can we out- run the heavens? good RW 
Margaret, stay. 1 
. Mar, What are you made of? you'll nor 
fight, nor fly : 
* Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 
* To give the enemy way; and to secure us 
*By what we can, which can no more but fly. 
[Alarum afar off 


*If you be ta'en, we then should see the bot- 
tom | 

* OF all our fortunes: but if we haply scape, - 

*(As well we may, if not through your ne- 


glect,) 
*We shall to London get; where you are 
lov'd; 1 
* And where this breach, now in our fortunes 
made, 7 


* May readily be stopp'd. 


Enter young CLIrronp. | 

*Y. Clif. But that my heart's on future mis- * 
chief set, W 

*I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly; 1 
*But fly you must; uncurable discomfit 8 


| * Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts, 
* Away, for your relief! and we will live 
*To see their day, and them our fortune give: 
* Away, my lord, away! 
[Exzeunt, 
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SCENE III. 


Fields . Saint Albans. 


Hlarum. Retreat. Hlourisk; then enter York, Richard 


Pr ANTAGENET, WAn wick, and Soldiers, with drum 
and colours. | 


Fork. Of Salisbury, who can report of him; 
That winter lion, who, in _ forgets | 
* Aged contusions and all brush of time; 

* And, like a gallant in the brow of youth, 
* Repairs him with occasion? this happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot, 
* If Salisbury be lost. | | 
© Rick, My noble father, 
Three times to-day I holp him to his horse, 
© Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him off, 
©Persuaded him from any further act: 
<But 8till, where danger was, still there I met 
him ; 
* And like rich hangings in a homely house, 
*So was his will in his old feeble body, 
* But, noble as he is, look where he comes, 


hn, 


Enter SALISBURY. - 


© Sal, Now, by my sword, well hast thou 

fought to-day ; 

By the mals, so did we all. — I thank you, 
Richard : 

© God knows, bow long it is I have to live; 

And it hath pleas'd him, that three times to- 
day | 

You have defended me from imminent death, — * 

*Well, lords, we have not got that which we 

| have; | 

*'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 


| 


2 


— 2 a - 
— — 
— — 
FL — — 


124 KING HENRY VI. . 


*Being opposites of such repairing nature. 
Fork. I know, our safety is to follow them; 

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

To call a present court of parliament, 

Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth: — 

© What says lord Warwick? shall we after them? 
War. After them! nay, before them, if we 

can. 

Now by my faith, lords, 'twas a glorious day: 

Saint Albans battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come. — 

Sound, drums and trumpets; — and to London 

. all: | 
And more such days as these to us befall! 


{ Exeunt, 
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* 


+.* THE action of this play (Which was at first 
printed under this title, The true Tragedy of Richard 
Duke of York, and the good King Henry the Sixth; 
or, The Second Part of the Contention of York and 
Lancaster) opens just after the first battle at Saint Al- 
bans, [May 23, 1455], wherein the York faction carried 
the day; and closes with the murder of king Henry 
VI. and the birth of prince Edward, afterwards king 
Edward V. [November 4, 1472]. So that this history 
takes in the space of full sixteen years. THEOBALD. 


I have never seen the quarto copy of the Second 
art of Tne Wmorre CoNrENTION, etc. printed by 
Valentine Simmes for Thomas Millington, 2600; but 
the copy printed by VV. W. for Thomas Millington, 
1600, is now before me, and it is not precisely the 
same with that described by Mr. Pope and Mr. Theo— 
bald, nor does tlie undated edition (printed in fact, in 
1619) correspond with dea r be The title of 
the piece printed in 1600, by W. VV. as as follows: 
The true Tragedise of Hicharde Duke of Yorke, and 
the death of good King Henry the Sixt: Mitli the 
whole contention between the two houses Lancaster and 
Narke: as it was Sundry times acted by the Night 
Honourable the Earle of Pembrooke his Servants. 
Printed at London by JF. V. for Thomas Millington, 
and are to be sold at his shoppe under St. Peter's 
Church in Cornewall, 1600.” On this piece Shakspeare, 
as I conceive, in 1591 formed the | uti before us. 


MarLone. 


The present historical drama was altered by Crowne, 
and brought on the stage in the year 1680, under the 
title of Tho Miseries of Civil Mar. Surely the works 
of Shakspeare could have been little read at that pe- 
riod; for Crowne, in his prologue, declares the 5 


to be entirely his own composition: 


„For by his feeble skill 'tis built alone, 

„The divine Shakspeare did not lay one stone.“ 
whereas the very first scene is that of Jack Cade co- 
pied almost verbatim from the second part of King 
Henry VI. and several others from this third part, 
with as little variation, STEEVENS, 
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; This play is only divided from the former for the 
convenience of exhibition; for the series of action is 
4 continued without interruption, nor are any two scenes | 
WE, of any play more closely connected than the first scene 
F * of this play with the last of the former. Joxnson. 
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Persons Represented. 


King Henry the Sixth : 
F.dward, Prince of Wales, his gon. 


Lewis XI. King of France. 


Duke of Somerset, 
Duke of Exeter, ) 

Earl of Oxford, . $6 
Bd ok . 4. O Lords on King Heury's side. 
Earl of Westmoreland, 

Lord Clifford, 

Richard Plantagenet, Duke of York. 

Edward, Earl of March, afterwards King ) 

Edward IV. * | 
Edmund, Earl of Rutland, his gong. 
George, afterwards Duke of Clarence, 

Richard, afterwards Duke of Glocester, 

Duke of Norfolk, K 

Marquis of gs: } 

Earl of Warwick, , 

Fart x/ e oor o of the Duke of Lork's party. 
Lord Hastings, 

Lord Stafford, 

Sir John Moritmer, ) 

Sir Hugh Mortimer, ) uncles to the Duke of York. 
Henry, Earl of Richmond, à Youth, 

Lord Rivers, brother to lady Grey. Sir William 

Stauley. 

Sir John Montgomery. Sir John Somerville. 


Tutor to Rutland. Mayor of York, Lieutenant of 
the Tower. 


A Nobleman, Two Keepers. A Huntsman. 
A son that has killed his father. 
A father that has killed his son. 


2 Margaret. 


ady Grey, afterwards queen to Edward IV. 
Bona, sister to the French queen. 


Soldiers, and other Attendants on King Henry and 
King Edward, Messengers, Watchmen, etc. 


$CENE, during part of the third act, in France; dur- 
ing all the rest of the play, in England. 


THIRD 


„ H n D t 4 RT 


O F 


EINS ‚ C 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


| London. The Parliament- House, 


Drums. Some Soldiers of York's party break in. Then, 
enter the Dule of Vonk, EnwannD, RICHARD, Non» 
FOLK, MonTacuege, Warwick, and Others, with 
white roses in their hats. 


Var. 1 Wonder, how the king escap'd our 


þ hands, 
4 EY York. While we pursu'd the horsemen of the 
3 north, 
is He slily stole away, and left his men: 
Phereat the great lord of Northumberland. 
1 Whose Warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
Dp mt Vol. V. | I 
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* 


Cbhear'd up the drooping army; and himself, 
(Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all a-breast, 
© Charg'd our main battle's front, and, breaking 
in, 
Were by the «words of common soldiers slain. 
Edw. Lord Stafford's father, duke of Buck- 
ingham, 
«Ts either slain, or wounded dangerous: 
I cleft his beaver with a downright blow; 
That this is true, father, behold his blood. 
[Shewing his bloody sword, 
Mont. And, brother, here's the earl of Wilt- 
shire's blood, [to York, shewing his, 
Whom I encounter'd as the battles join'd. 
Rich. Speak mou for me, and tell them what 
I did, 
[throwing down the duke of Somerset's head. 
* York. Richard hath best deserv'd of all my 
sons. — 
What, is your * dead, my lord of Somer- 
Set:! 
Norf. Such hope have all the line of John 
| of Gaunt! | 
Rich. Thus 2 I hope to shake king Henry's 
head. 
War. And so do I. — Victorious prince of 
York, | 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 
I vow by heaven, these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of. the fearful king, 
* And this the regal seat: possels it, York ; 
For this is thine, and not king Henry's heirs”. 
York. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and I 
will; 
©For hither we have broken in by force. 
Norf. We'll all assist you; he, that flies, shall 
die, 


E 


x 
J. 
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York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk, — Stay by me, 


ny lords; — 


And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this 


night. 
ar. And, when the king comes, offer him 
no violence, 


; «Unleſs he seek to thrust you out by force. 


[They retire. 
* York, The queen, this day, here holds her 
parliament; 
*But little thiaks, we shall be of her council: 
*By words, or blows, here let us win our 


right. 

Rick. Arm'd as we are, let's stay within this 
house. 

War. The bloody parliament shall this be 
call'd, 


Unleſs Plantagenet, duke of York, be king ; 
And bashful Henry depos'd, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by-words to our enemies. 
(Toi. Then leave me not, my lords; be re- 
solute; 
I mean to take possession of my right. 
War. Neither the king, nor he that loves 
lim best, 
„The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, 
Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. 
„III plant Plantagenet, root him up who 
dares: — 
Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English crown. 


[Warwick leads York to the throne, who Seats 
himself. 


Flourich., Enter King Hexax, Crirrond, Non- 
THUMBERLAND, VV ESTMORELAND, EXETER, and 
Others, with red roses in their hats. 


K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy 
rebel sits, 
i 13 
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F.ven in the chair of state! belike, he mesns, 

(Back'd by the power of Warwick, that false 
peer,) 

To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king. — 

tarl of Nortbumber)an:!, he slew thy father — 


And thine, lord Clifford; and you both have 


vow'd revenge 
On him, his sons, his favourites, and his friends. 

North. If I be not, heavens, be reveng'd on 

me! 

Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn 

in steel. 

est. What, hall we suffer this? let's pluck 

him dowen: 
My heart ſor anger burns, T cannot brook it. 

K. Jen. Be patient, gentle ear! of Westmore- 

land. 

Clif. Patience is for poltroons, such as he: 
He durst not sit there, bad your father liv'd. 
My gracious lord, here in the paritament 
Let us assail the iamily of York. 

North, well hast thou spoken, cousin: be it 

80. 
K. Hen, Ah, know you not, the city fayours 
them, 
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck? 

Exe. But, when the duke is slain, they" 

quickly fly. 

K. Hen. Var be the thought of this from 

Henry's heart, 

To make a shambles of the parliament-house! 
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats, 
Shall be the war that Henry means to use. — 

[ They advance to the duke. 
Thou factions duke of York, descend my throne, 
And kneel for gtace and mercy at my feet; 
I am thy sovercign. | 

York, Thou art deceiv'd, I am thine, 


n 


. 
E, 
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Ere. For cos come down; he made thes 
duke of York. 

York. Twas my inheritance, as the earldom 
Was. | 

Exe. Thy fu:her Was a traitor to the crown. 

lH tin xeter, thou art a tiaitor to tlie crown, 

In following this usurping Venry. 

Clif. \Whom sbauld he follow, but his natural 
king ? 

Jar. True, Cliſford ; and that's Richard, duke 
of Yor K. 

K. Hen. And shall 1 stand, and thou sit in 
my throne ? 

York, It must and shall be so. Content ithy- 
self. 

Jar. Pe duke of Lancaster, let him be king. 

eit. He is both king and duke of Lancas- 
ter; 


And that the lord of Westmoreland shall 


maintain, 
Var. And Warwick shall disprove it. You 
foroet, 
That we ars those, which chas'd you from the 
feld, 
And slew your tickers, and with colours spread 
Dlarch'd through the city to the paJace-gates. 


Noth. Y2s, Warwick, I remember it to wy 
grief ; 
Aud, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue 
it. 
est. Plautagenet, of thee, and these thy 
sons, 
thy hinsmen, and thy friends, III have more 
Ives, 


han drops of blood were in my father's veins. 
Ci,. Urge it no more; lest that, instead of 
Words, 
* -_ . 
send thee, Warwick, such a messenger, 
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As shall revenge bis death, before T stir, 


4 ur, Poor Clifford! how I scorn his worth— 
leſs threats! 
Vork. Will you, we shew our title to the 
crown? a 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 


K. Hen, What title hast thou, traitor, to the 

crown ? 

Thy father was, as thon art, duke of Vork; 

Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of 
March. 

T am the son of Henry the ſifth, 

Who made the Dauphin and the French to 
$t00P, 

And $eiz'd upon their towns and provinces, 


Jar. Talk not of France, sich thou hast lost 
it all. 
KR. Hen, The loid protector lost it, and not 1; 
When 1 was crown'd, I was but nine months 
old. 
Rich, You are old enough now, and yet, 
methink', you loge: — 


Father, tear the crown from the usurper's head, 
— b 
Edw. Sweet father, do so; set it on your 


head. 
Mont. Good brother, [to Vork. ] as thou lor'st 
and honour'st arms, 
Let's fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the 
king will fly. 
Tork. Sons, peace! 
K. Hen, Peace thou! and pive king Henry 
leave to speak. 
War. Plantagenet shall speak first: — hear 
him, lords; 
And be vou sent and attentive too, 
For he, that interrupts kim, shall not live. 
——_ 
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K. Hen. Think'st thou, that I will leave my 


kingly throne, 
Wherein my grandsire, and my father, sat? 
No: first shall war unpeople this my realm; 
Ay, and their colours — often born« in France; 
And now in England, to our heart's great sor- 
row, — 


Shall be my winding-sheet. — Why faint you, 


lords ? 
My title's good, and better far than his. 
Jar. Prove it, Henry, and thou sbalt be 
king. 
K. Ilen. Henry the fourth by conquest got 
the crown. 
York. Twas by rebellion against his king. 
HK. Hen, I know not what to say; my title's 
weak. 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir? 
York, What then ? | 
K. Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful 
king : 
For Richard, in the view of many lords, 
Resign'd the crown tp Henry the fourth; 
Whose heir my father was, and Jam his. 
York, He rose against him, being his sove- 
reigu, | 
And made him to resign his crown perforce. 
Jar. Suppose, my lords, he did it uncon- 
| strain'd, 
Think you, *twere prejudicial to his crown ? 
Fe. No; for he could not so resipn his 
crown, | 
But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 
K. Hen. Art thou against us, duke of Exeter? 
Exe, His is the right, and therefore pardon 
me. f 
* Fork. Why whisper you, my lords, and an- 
zer not? 
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* 


Exe. My conscience tells me, he is lawful 


king. 

K. Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to 
him. 

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou 
lay'st, 


Think not, that Henry shall be so depos'd. 

Mar. Depos'd he shall be, in despight of 

"B00; 
North, Thou art deceiv'd: 'tis not thy southern 
power, 
© Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, — 
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and 
roud, — 
Can set the duke up, in despight of me. 

Ci. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence: 
May that ground gape, aud swallow me alive, 
+ Where I shall kneel to him that slew my 

father! . 


(K. Ilen. O Clifford, how thy words revive 


my heart! 
York, Henry of Lancaster, resign thy 
| crown: — 
Wbat mutter you, or what conspire you, lords? 
Var. Do right unto this princely duke of 
York; 
Or I will fill the house with armed men, 5 
And, o'er the chair of state, where now he sits, 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 
[He stamps, and the Soldiers shew themselves. 
(K. Hen, My lord of Warwick, bear but one 
word; — 
Det me, for this my life-time, reign as king. 
Joik. Conlirm the crown to me, and to mine 
heirs, 
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv'st. 
c. Hen. I am content; Richard Plantagenet, 


WY 


Fu 
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F.njoy the kingdom after my decease. 


Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince 
your son? 

Var. What good is this to England, and 
himself? 

Nest. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry! 

«Clif, How last thou injur'd both thyself 
and us? 

IWest. J cannot stay to hear these articles, 

North, Nor J. 

Clif. Come, cousin, let us tel] the queen these 
news. 


est. Farewel, faint-heaited and degenerate 
king, 


In whose cold blood no spark of honour I.ides, 


North, Be thou a prey unto the house of 
Vork, 


And die in bands for this unmanly deed! 


Clif. In dreadful war may'st thou be over- 


come! 


Or live in peace, abandon'd, and despis'd! 


— 


[ Exeunt NonTuHUMNBERLAND, CLIFFORD; and 
VWòIST MONT HAND. 

ar. Turn this way, Henry, and regard 
them not. 

Exe. They seek revenge, and therefore will 
not yield. 

K. Ten. Ah, Exeter! 

Jar. Why Should you sigh, my lord? 

K. lien. Not for myself, lord Warwick, but 
my son, 

om I unnaturally Shall disinherit. 

„ be it as it may: — 1 here entail 


: ie crown to thee, and to thine heirs for 


SVer; 


65 ditionally, that here thou take an oath 
cose this civil war, and, whilst I live, 
40 nour me as thy king and SOyereign ; 


* 
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* And neither by treason, nor hostility, 
**To seek to put me down, and reign thyself. 
York, This oath I willingly take, and will 
perform. (coming from the throne, 
War. Long live king Henry! — Plantagenet 
embrace him. 
K. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy 
forward sons! 
York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd. 
Exe. Accurs'd be he, that seeks to make them 
foes ! 
[ Senet. The lords come 1 d. 
Fork. Farewell, my gracious lord; I'll to my 
castle. | 
War. And III keep London with my soldiers, 
Norf. And I to Norfolk, with my followers. 
Mont. And IT unto the sea, from whence I 
came. 

[Exeunt York, and his sons, Wanwick, 
Norrortk, NIONTAGUER, Soldiers, and 
Attendants. 

EK. Hen. Aud I, with grief and sorrow, to 
the court. 


Enter Queen Mancanrrt, and the Prince of 
Wates. 


Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks 
bewray her anger: 
T'll steal away. 


R. Hen. Exeter, so will J. 2 [ going. 

. Mar, Nay, go not from me; IJ will fol- 
low thee. 

. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will 
Stay. 

0 Mar. Who can be patient in such ex- 
tremes 7 


Ah, wretched man! would I had died a maid. 
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* And never seen thee, never borne thee son, 
* Secing thou hast prov'd so unnatural a father! 
Ilath be dgserv'd to lose his birth- right thus? 
Hadst thou but lov'd bim half so well as I; 
* Or felt that pain which I did for him once; 
* Or nourish'd him, as I did with my blood; 
* Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-bjood 
there, 
Rather than have made that savage duke thine 
heir, 
* And disinherited thine only son. 
* Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me: 
* If you be king, why should not I succeed? 
K. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret; — pardon me, 
BY $Weet SON; — 
*The carl of Warwick, and the duke, enforc'd 
me. 
* O. Mas. Enforc'd thee! art thou king, and 
wilt be forced? 
I shame to hear thee speak, Ah, timorous 
Wretch! 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me; 
And given unto the house of Vork such head, 
* As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance. 
* To entei} him and his heirs unto the crown, 
* What is it, but to make thy sepulchre, 
* And creep into it far before thy time? 
* Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais; 
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow seas; 
The duke is made protector of the realm; 
„And yet shalt thou be safe? „such safety finds 
* The trembling lamb, environed witl. wolves. 
lad I been there, which am a silly woman, 
„The soldiers should have tols'd me on their 
ikes, 
© Before I would have granted to that act. 


But thou preferr'st thy live before thine 
honour: 


— — — 
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And, seeing thou dost, T here divorce myself, 
«Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, 
Until that act of parliament be repeal'd, 

« Whereby my son is di5sinheritcd. 

The northern lords, that have forsworh thy 
colours, 

Vill follow mine, if once they see them Spread: 


6 4104 85 ar cad they shall bez to thy ſoul disgrabe, | 


cond ut: - ruin of the house of York. x 


Thus do I leave thee: — Come, son, let's 
away z 
Our army's ready; come, we'll after them. 
K. Hen, Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me 
speak. | 
O. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already; 
get-thee gone. 

K. Ilen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay 

| with me? 

O. Mar. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies 

Friuce, When I return with FINE fron, the 

fied, 
Til see your grace: till then, TI follow her. 
O. Mar. Come, son, away; We may not linger 
thus. 
Ea ennt Queen MARGARET, and the Prince, 
R. Hen, Poor queen: how love to me, and 
to her son, 
(Hath made her break out into terms of rage! 

»Reveug'd may she be on that hateful duke; 
*\Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire, 

* Wil cost m crown, aud, like an empty eaple, 
* Tire on the ſlesh of me, ud of my son!“ 
Ihe loſs of those three lords torments my heart: 
* II write unto them, and entreat them fair; — 

Rome, cousin, you $hall be the messenger. 
* Exe. And 1, I hope, shall reconcile them all. 
LExeunt. 
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NI 


A Room in Sandal Carle, near Wakefield, in 
Yo:kshire. 


Enter EDwARD, RICHARD, and NoxTAgUe. 


Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give ne 
leave. 

Fd. No, T can better play the orator. 

Mont. But I have reasons strong aud forcible, 


1 


Enter Lon . 


e York. W by, how now, sons, and brother, at 
a strife ? 


What is your quarrel ? how began it first? 
& div. No quarrel, but a Sight contention. 
York, About what? 
© Rich. About that which concerns your grace, 
and us; 
The crown of England, father, which is yours. 
York, line, boy? not till king Henry be 
dead. 


Rich. Your right depends not on his life, or 
death. 


Edu. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it 
nove: 


*By giving the house of Lancaster leave to 
breathe, 
*ITt will outrun you, father, in the end. 
* York, I took an oath, that he should quietly 
reign. 
Edw. But, for a kingdom, any cath may be 
broken: 
d break a thousand oaths, to reign one year 
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13 KING HENRY VI. 
Rich. No; God forbid, your grace should be 


fors worn, 
© York, Lshall be, if T claim by open war. 


Rich. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll bear 
me speak. 


Vork. Thou canst not, son; it is impossible. 


Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not 
took 
Before a true and lawful magistrate, 
„That hath authority over him that swears: 
Henry had none, but did usurp the place; 
„Then, secivg 'twas he that made you to depose, 
© Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 
© Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but think, 
* How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown; 
Within whose circuit is Elysium, 
* And all that poets feign of bliſs and joy. 
Why do we linger thus? I cannot rest, 
* Until the white rose, that I wear, be dy'd 
* Even in the lukewarm blood of Honry's heart. 
York. Richard, enough; I will be king, or 
die. — 
Brother, thou shalt to London presently, 
And whet on Warwick to this enterprize. — 
(Thou, Richard, sbalt to the duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. -— 
«You, Edward, shall unto my lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise: 
In them I trust; for they are soldiers, 
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. — 
While you are thus employ'd, what resteth 
more, 
But that T seek occasion how to rise; 
And yet the king not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the house of Lancaster ? 


And thus most humbly I do take my leave. 
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Enter a Messen ger. 


But, stay; What news? Why com'st thou in 
| such post? 
© Mes. The queen, with all the northern ear13 
and lords, 
Intend here to besiege you in your castle: 
She is hard by with twenty thousand men; 
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 
*York. Ay, with my sword. What! think':: . 
thou, that we fear them ? — 
Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me; — 
My brother Montague shall post to London: 
* Let noble Warwick', Cobham, and the rest, 
*\Vhom we have left protectors of the king, 
* With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 
* And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths. 
Mont. Brother, I go; VII win them, fear it 
not: 


[ Exit. 
Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mokriuxx. 
York. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine 


uncles ! 
© You are come to Sandal in a happy hour; 
The army of the queen mean to besiege us. 
Sir John. She shall not need, we'll meet her in 
the field. 
«York. What, with five thousand men? 
Rich. Ay, wth five hundred, father, for a 
need. 
A woman's general; What should we fear? 
[4 march afar off. 
Edu. L hear their drums; Let's set our men 
in order; 
© And issue forth, and bid them battle straight. 
* York, Five men to twenty! — though the 
odds be great, | 
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* 


doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 

Nanya battle hase | won in France, 

XV het as the ene my hath been ten to one; 

Why should I not now have the like 8uccels ? 
[Alarum, Excunt, 


SCENE III. 


Plains near Sandal Castle. 
Alarums, Excursions. Enter PcutT7.AND, and his Tut..c, 


„Rut. Ah, whither shall I fly, to 'scape thei 


hands ! 
Ab, tutor! look, where bloody Clifford comes! 


Euter CurrronD, and Soldiers, 


Clif. Chaplain, away! thy priesthood saves th, 
life. 


As for the brat of this accursed duke, — 

bose father slew my father, — he shall die. 
Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 
Clif. Soldiers, away with him. 
„Tut. Ah, Clifford! murder not this innocent 

child, 
Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 
[Exit, forced off by soldiers, 


Clif. How now! is he dead already? Or, is it 
fear, 
That makes him close his eyes? — I'll open them. 
© Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws: 
And so he walks, insulting o'er his prey; 
„And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder. — 
© Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword, 
And not with such a cruel threabning look. 
Sweet 


Y 


UN, 
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Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die; 
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath, 
Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 
Clif. In vain thou speak'st, poor boy; my 
father's blood 
Hath stopp'd the passage where thy words should 


enter, 


Rut. Then let my father's blood open it again; 


He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him. 
Clif. Had I thy brethren here, their lives, and 
thine, . 
Were not revenge sufficient for me: 
No, if 1 digg'd up thy forefathers“ graves, 
And hung their rotten collins up in chains, 
It could not shake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 
The sight of any of the house of York 
Is as a fury to torment my soul; 
© And till I root out their accursed line, 
* And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 
Therefore — [Lifting his hand, 


Rut. O, let me pray before T take my death : — 
To thee I pray; Sweet Clifford, pity me! 
Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords. 
Rut. I never did thee harm; Why wilt thou 
slay me? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 
Rut. But 'twas ere I was born. 
Thou hast one son, for his sake pity me; 
Lest, in revenge thereof, — sith God is just, — 
He be as miserably slain as J. 


Ah, let me live in prison all my days; 
And when I | hy occasion of offence, 


Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 
Clif. No cause ? | 


x Thy father slew my father; therefore, die. 


[ Clif. stabs him, 


Rut. Di faciant, laudis summa sit ista tuae ! 


[ Dies. 
Vol. V. K 
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C Planta enet! I come, Plantagenet! 
And this thy son's blood, cleaving to my blade, 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood, 
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both. 


1 it. 


c 


S CE NE IV. 


The same. 
Alarum. [Enter York. 


(York. The army of the queen bath got the 
field: 
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me; 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn back, and fly, like ships before the wind, 
© Or lambs pursu'd by hunger-starved wolves. 
My sons — God knows, what Lath bechanced 
them: 
But this T know, — they have demean'd them- 
selves 
Like men boin to renown, by life, or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me; 
And thrice cry'd, — Courage, father! fight it 
out ! 
And full as oft came Edward to my side, 
With purple faulchion, painted to the hilt 
In blood of those that had encounter'd him: 
And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 
Richard cry'd, — Charge! and give no foot of 
round! 4 
© And cry'd — A crown, or else a glorious tomb. 
A 5cepter, or an earthly Sepulchre! 
With this, we charg' again: but, out, alas! 
*We bodg' d again; as I have seen a swan 
„Wich bootlels labour swim against the tide, 


1- 
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And spend her strength with over- matchin,,- 
Waves. [A Short alarum wit 

© Ah, bark! the fatal followers do prrene; 

© And Lam ſaint, and cannot [Iv their fury: 

„And, were | strong, I would not shun their 

. — fury: 

„The sands dre number'd, that make up my life; 

© Here must I stay, aud here my life must end. 


Enter Queen Mancartr, CrirrorD, Nonznun— 
BERLAND, and Soldiers. 


© Come, bloody Clifford, — rough Northumber- 
lad, — | 

J dare your quen:hiefs fury to more rage; 

Lam your butt, and I abide your shot.“ 

Noth. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 
%, Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthleſs arm, 
With downright payment, shew'd unto my father. 

Now Phacton bath tumbled from his car, 
And made an evening at the noon-tide prick. 
Yo. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring 
forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all: 
© And, in that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaven, 
Scorning whate'er you can alilict me with. 
Why come yau not? what! multitudes, and 
fear ? | 
Clif. So cowards fight, when they can fly no 
further; 
© So doves do peck the faulcon's piercing talons; 
So desperate thieves, all hopeleſs of their lives, 
Breathe out invectives *gainst the ollicers. 
York. O, Clifford, but bethink thee once again, 
Aud in thy thought o'er-run my former time : 
* And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face; 
Aud bite thy tongue, that slanders him with cow- 
ardice, | 


k 
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Whose frown hath made thee faint and ſly ere 
this. 

Clif. T will not bandy with thee word ſor 
word ; 

But buckle with thee blows, twice two for cue. 

[Deus 5 

O. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford! for a thousand 
causes, 


T would prolong a while the traitor's life: — 
Wrath makes him deaf: speak thou, Northum- 
berland, . 
North, Hold, Clifford; do not honour him 89 
much, 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart: 
Wat valour were it, when a cur doth grin, 
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth, 
When he might spurn him with his foot away? 
Tt is war's prize to take all vantages; 
* And ten to one is no impeach of valour. 
[ They lay hands on York, who struggles. 
Clif. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the 
in. 
North. So doth the coney struggle in the net. 
[York is taken prisoner, 
York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer'd 


booty ; 
So true men yield, with robbers so o'er-match'd. 


North. What would your grace have done unto 
him now ? | 
O. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford, and Nor- 
thumberland, 
Come make him stand upon this mole-hill here; 
That raught at mountains with out- stretched 
arms, 
Yet parted but the shadow with his band, — 
*What! was it yon, that would be England's 
kiug ? 
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Was't you, that revell'd in our parliament, 

And made a preachment of your high descent? 

Where are your mels of sons, to back you now? 

The wanton Edward, and the lusty George? 

© And where's that valiant crook-back prodigy, 

Dicky your boy, that, with his grumbling voice, 

\Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rut- 
land ? 

Look, York; I stain'd this napkin with the blood 

That valiant Clifford, with his rapier's point, 

Nlade issue from the bosom of the boy: | 

And, if thine cyes can water for his death, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

© Alas, poor York! but that I bate thee deadly, 

1 should lament thy miserable state. 

I pr'ythee, grieve, to make me merry, York; 

Stamp, rave, and fret, that T may sing and dance. 

What, hath thy firy heart so parch'd thine eu- 
trails, 

hat not a tear can fall for Rutland's death? 

hy art thou patient, man? thou shouldst be 
mad; 

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 


Thou would'st be fee'd, T see, to make me 8port; 


York cannot speak, unlels he wear a crown. — 
A crown for York; — and, lords, bow low to 
him. — 

ITold you his hands, whilst I do set it on. — 
[Putting a paper crown on tus head. 

Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king! 

Ay, this is he that took king Henry's chair; 

And this is he was his adopted heir. — 

But how is it, that great Plantagenet 

Is crown'd so soon, and broke his solemn oath ? 

As I bethink me, you should not be king, 

ill our king Henry had shook, hands with death. 

And will you pale your head in Henry's glory, 
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And rob his temples of the diadem, $ 
Now in his life, against your boly oath ? 
O, tis a fault too too unpardonable! — 
Off with the crown; and, with the crown, his 
head; 
And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him 
dead. 
Clif. That is my ofhce, for my father's sake. 
C. Mar. Jay, Stay; let's bear the orisons he 
makes, 
York. She-wolt of France, but worse than 
wolves of France, 
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's 
tooth! 
How ill-besecming is it in thy sex, 
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull, 
Upon their v oes, whom fortune captivates? 
But that thy face iz, vizor-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 
T would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush: 
To tel] thee whence thou cam'st, of whom de- 
11 d, 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou 
not shameleſs. 
Thy father bears the type of king of Naples, 
Ot both the Sicils, and Jerusalem: 
Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch ta: ht thee to insult? 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen; 
Unlels the adage must be verify'd, — 
That beggars, mounted, run their Pore to death. 
"Tis beauty, that doth oft make women proud; 
Bui, God he knows, thy share thereof is small: 
is virtue, that doth make them most admir'd; 
The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at: 
*Fis government, that makes them seem divine; 
The want thereof makes thee abominable: 
'Tnou art as opposite to every good, 
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As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the south to the septentrion. 

O, tyger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide! 

low could'st thou drain the life- blood of the 
child, 

To bid tbe father wipe his eyes withal, 

And yet be seen to bear a woman's face? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible; 

«Thou stern, obdurate, ſlinty, rough, xemorselels. 

„Pid'st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy 

; Wish: | 

«Would'st have me weep? why, now thou hast 
thy wall: 

© For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 

And, when the rage allays, the rain begins. 

These tears are my sweet Rutland's obsequies 

And every drop cries vengeance for his death, — 

©Gainst thee, fell Clifford, — and thee, false 
Frenchwoman. 


North, Beshrew me, but bis passions move me 
50, 

That hardly can T check my eyes from tears. 
York, That face of bis the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch'd, would not have stain'd 

with blood: 
Put you are more inhuman, more inexorable, — 
O, ten times more, — than tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthlels queen, a hapleſs father's tears: 
This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet 

boy, 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this: 

[Ile gives back the handkerchief. 


And, if thou tell'st the heavy story right, 
Upon my soul, the hearers will sbed tears; 
Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears, 
And :ay, — Alas, it was a piteous deed! — 
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There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my 
curse; 


And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand! — 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world; 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads! 
North, Had he been slaughter-man to all my 
kin 
1 should not for my life but weep with him, 
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 
0. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my lord Nor- 
thumberland ? 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
Aud that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 


Clif. Here's for my oath, here's for my father's 


death. [stabbing him. 
O. Mar. And here's to right our gentle-hearted 
king. [Stabbing him. 


York, Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God! 
My soul ſlies through these wounds to seek out 
thee. [ Dies, 
O. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on York 


gates 3 
So York may overlook the town of York. 
[ Exeunt, 


* 
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A r TI. SGENE I. 


A Plain near Mortimer's croſs in Herefordslire. 


Drums. Enter Epwanp, and RfeeAnD, with their 
forces . march ing L 


* Fdw, I wonder, how our princely father 
'scap'd ; : 
Or whetber he be 'scap'd away, or no, 
*From Clifford's and Northumberiand's pursuit; 
* Had he been ta'en, we should have beard the 


news; 

* Had he been slain, we should have heard the 
news; 

* Or, had he 'scap'd, methinks, we should have 
heard 


* The happy tidings of his good escape. — 

ow fares my brother? why is he so sad? 
Rich, I cannot joy, until T be resolv'd 

Where our right valiant father is become. 

J saw him in the battle range about; 

„And watch'd him, how he singled Clifford forth, 

© Methought, he bore him in the thickest troop, 

As doth a lion in a herd of neat: 

Or as a bear, encompals'd round with dogs; 

Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry, 

* The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

*So far'd our father with his enemies; 

© So {led his enemies my warlike father; 

© Methinks, 'tis prize enough to be his son. 

See, how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her farewel of the glorious sun! 

* How well resembles it the prime of youth, 

* Primm'd like a yonker, prancing to his love? 
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Fiw, Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three 
$105? 
Rich. Thiee glorious suns, each one a perfect 
sun; 


Not separated with the racking clouds, 
But sever'd in a pale clear-shining sky. 
See, ste! they join, embrace, and seem to kiſs, 
As if they vow'd some league inviolable: 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun. 
In this the heaven figures some event. | 
du. Tis wondrous strange, the like yet 
never heard of. 
I think, it cites us, brother, to the held; 
That we, the sous of brave Plantagenet, 
Euch one already blazing by our meeds, 
Should, notwithstanding, join our lights together, 
«© And over-shine the earth, as this the world. 
c\Vhate'er it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair shining suns. 
Aich. Nay, bear three daughters; — by your 
leave I speak it, 
* You love the breeder better than the male. 


Enter a Messenger. 


„ut what art thou, whose heavy looks foretel 
„Some dicçadful story hanging on thy tongue? 
Mes. Ah, one that was a woeful looker on, 
Wheu as the noble duke of York was slain, 
Jour princely father, and my loving lord. 
© Edw. O, speak no mote! for I have heard 
too much. 
Rich. Say how he dy'd, for I will hear it all. 
„Mes. Environed he was with many foes; 
* And stood against them, as the hope of Troy 
* Against the Greeks, that would have enter'd 
Troy. 
But Ilercules himself must yield to odds; 
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* And many strokes, though with a little axe, 
* Tlew don and fell the hardest-timber*'d oak. 
By many bands your ſather was subdu'd; 
But only sJaughter'd by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen: 
Who crown'd the gracious duke, in high de- 
spicht; 
Laugl'd in his face; and, when with grief he 
| wept, 
The rutbleſs queen gave him, to dry his cheeks, 
A vapkin steeped in the barmleis blood 
„Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford 
slain: 
And, aſter many scorns, many foul taunts, 

. © They took his head, and cn the gates of York 
They set the same; and there it doth remain, 
The saddest spectacle that e'er I view'd. 

Edw. Sweet duke of York, our prop to Jean 


upon; 
Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no 
stay! — 


* Clifford, beist'rous Clifford, thou hast slain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry; 

* And treacherously hast thou vanquish'd him, 
For, hand to hand, he would have vanquish'd 
thee! — * 

Now my $oul's palace is become a prison: 
Ah, would she bteak from hence! that this my 


body 
Might in the ground be cloeed up in rest: 

For never henceforth shall J joy again, 
NMever, O never, shall I see more joy. 

be Rich, I cannot weep; for all my body's 
32 moisture 

= Scarce serve, to quench my furnace- burning 
8 a heart: 

Nor can my tongue unload my heart's great 
4 burden; 
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For self-same wind, that J should speak withal, 
* Ts kindling coals, that fire all my breast, 
* And burn me up With flames, that tears would 
quench. 
* To weep, 13 to make leſs the depth of pricf: 
Tears, then, for babes; blows, and revenge, for 
me! — _ 
© Richard, I bear thy name, Tl venge thy death, 
© Or die renowned by attempting it. 
Edw, His name that valiant duke hath left with 
thee; 
«His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 
Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird, 


. Shew thy descent by gazing gainst the sun: 


For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 


March. Enter Wanwaick, and MoxrA urn; 
with forces. 


Tar. How now, fair lords? What fare? what 

news abroad? 

Rich. Great lord of Warwick, if we should 

recount 

Our baleful news, and, at each word's de- 
liverance, 

Stab poniards in our flesh, till all were told, 

The words would add more anguish than the 
wounds. 

O valiant lord, the duke of York is slain. 

Edw, O Warwick! Warwick! that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly, as his soul's redemption, 
Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death. 

Var. Ten days ago I drown'd these news in 

tears: 
And now, to add more measure to your woes, 
come to tell you things since then befall'n. 


after the. bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 


KING HENRY VI. 33 


Where your brave father breath'd his latest gasp, 

Tidings, as swiftly as the "3g could run, 

Were brought me of your ols, and his depart, 

T then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muster'd my soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends, 

And very well appointed, as I thought, 

March'd towards saint Alban's to intercept the 
queen, 

Bearing the king in my behalf along: 

For by my scouts I was adverti-ed, 

That she was coming wath a full intent 

To dasli our late decree in parliament, 

<Touching king Henry's oath, and your 8ucces- 
sion. 

Short tale to make, — we at saint Alban's met, 

Our battles joia'd, and both sides fiercely fought: 

But, whether 'twas the colduels of the king, 

Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen, 

That robb'd my soldiers of their hated spleen; 

Or whether 'twas report of her succels; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour, 

© Who thunders to his captives — blood and 
death, | 

I cannot judge: but, to conclude with truth, 

Their weapons like to lightning came and went; 

Our soldiers“ — like the night-owPs lazy flight, 

© Or like a lazy thresber with a [lail, — 

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 

JT cheer'd them up with justice of our cause, 

With promise of high pay, and great rewards : 

But all in vain; they had no heart to ſight, 

And we, in them, no hope to win the day, 

So that we fled; the king, unto the queen; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and my- 
self, | 
In haste, post haste, are come to join with you; 
For in the marches here, We heard, you were, 

Making another head to fight again. 
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Edi. Where is the duke of Norfolk, gentle 
Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to Ing- 
land? 
ar. Some six miles off the duke is with the 
soldiers: . 
And for your brother, — he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt, dutchels of Burgundy, 
With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 
hich. Twas odds, belike, when valiant War— 
wicht fled: 
Oſt have T heard his praises in pursuit, 
But ne'er, till now, his scandal of retire. 
Var. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thon 
hear: 
For thou shalt know, this strong right hand of 
mine 
Can pluck; the diadem from faint TTenry's bead, 
And wring the awful scepter from his fist; 
Were he as famous and as bold in war, 
As he is fam'd for mildnels, peace, and prayer, 
Rich. I know it well, lord Warwick: blame 
IG not; | 
"Tis love, T bear thy glories, makes me speak. 
But, in this troublous time, what's to be done? 
Shail we go throw away our coats of steel, 
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 
Numb'ring our Ave-Maries with our beads ? 
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our (devotion with revengeful arms? 
If for the last, say — Ay, and to it, lords. 
Mar. Why, therefore Warwick came to sec 
_ __ you. out; 
Ava” therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen, 
Vith Clifford, and the havght Northumberland, 
And, of their feather, many more proud birds, 
Have wrought the easy-melting king, like Was. 
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He swore consent to your succession, 

His oath enrolled in the parhament ; 

And now to London all the crew are gone, 

To frustrate both his oath, and what beside 

May make against the house of Lancaster. 

Their power, I think, is thirty thousand stron 

Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself, 

With all the friends that thou, brave earl of 
March, 

Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure, 

«\Vill but amount to five and twenty thousand, 

Why, Via! to London will we march amain 

And once again bestride our foaming steeds, 

And once again cry — Charge upon our foes! 

But never once again turn back, and fly. 

Rich. Ay, now, methinks, I hear great War- 

wick speak: 

Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day, 

„That cries — Retire, if Warwick bid him stay. 


Edu. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will J 
lean; ä 

And when thou fail'st, (as God forbid the hour!) 

Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forefend! 


Jar. No longer earl of March, but duke of 
York; 

The next degree is, England's royal throne: 
For king of England shalt thou be proclaim'd 
In every borough as we paſs along; 
And he, that throws not up his cap for joy, 
„Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward, — valiant Richard, — Montague, — 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renown, 


75 
© But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 


* Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as bard 
as steel, 
*(As thou hast shewn it flinty by thy deeds,) 
I come to pierce it, — or to give thee mine. 
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* 


* Edw. Then strike up, drums; — God, and 
saint George, for us! 


Enter a Messenger, 


War. How now? what news? 
Mes. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by 
me, | 
The queen is coming with a puissant host; 
And craves your company for speedy counsel. 
Var. Why then it sorts, brave Warriors. 
Let's away. - [Exerunt, 


\ 


SCHEN-KE:'IL, 
Before Tork. 


Enter King IIE X RY, Cucen MAncaAnert, the Prince of 
Wales, CLirronD, and NokTtHUMBERLAND, with 
forces. 


0. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this braye town 
of York. 

Yonder's the head of that arch-enemy, 
That sougbt to be encompals'd with your crown: 
© Doth not the object cheer your heart, my lord? 

K. Len. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear 
| their wreck ; — | 
To see this sight, it irks my very soul. — 
Wichhold revenge, dear God! 'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly bave I infring'd my vow. 

ws My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And en e pity, must be laid aside. 
To whom do lions cast their gentle looks? 
Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 
Whose hand is that, the forest bear doth lick? 
Not his, that spoils her young before her face. 
Who *scapes the lurking serpeut's mortal sting? 

Not 
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Not he, that sets his foot upon her back, 

The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on; 

„And doves will peck, in 8afeguard of their brodd. 

Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 

Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows : 

He, but a duke, would have his son a king, 

And raise his issue, like a loving ire; 

Thou, being a king, blest with a goodly son, 

Didst yield consent to desinherit him, 

Which argued thee a most unloving father, 

Uureasonable creatures feed their young: 

And though man's face be fearful to their eyes, 

Yet, in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not seen them (even with those wings 

Which sometime they have us'd with fearful 
light) 

Make war with him that climb'd unto their nest. 

Offering their own lives in their young's defence ? 

For shame, my liege, make them your precedent! 

Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 

Should lose his birth-right by bis father's fault; 

And long hereafter say unto his child, — 

Il hat my great-grandfather and grandsire got, 

My careleſs father fondly gave away? 

Ah, what a shame were this! Look on the boy; 

And let his manly face, which promiseth 

Succelsful fortune, steel thy melting heart, 

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with 
him, 

K. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play'd the 

orator, 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But, Clifford, tell me, did'st thou never hear, — 

That things ill got had ever bad succels ? 8 

And happy always was it for that son, 

Whose father for his hoarding went to hell? 

I' leave my son my virtuous deeds behind; 

And 'would, my father had left me no more! 
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* 


For all the rest is held at such a rate, 
* As brings a thousand fold more cate to keep, 
© Than in possession any jot of pleasme., — 
Ah, cousin York! "would chy bet friends did 
kuow, 
© How it doth grieve me that thy head is here! 
©. Mar, My ond, cheer up your u spirits; our 
foes are nigh, 
„And this soft courage makes your followers 
fait. 
© You promis'd knighthood to our forward son; 
© Unsheath your swoid, and dub him presently. — 
Edward, kneel down. 
K. Hen. Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight; 
And learn this lesson, — Draw thy swold in 
right. 
Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly 
leave, 
I' draw it as apparent to the crown, 
And in that quarrel use it to the death. 
Clif. Why, that is spoken like a toward prince, 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. Royal commanders, be in readineſs : 
© For, with a band of thirty thousand men, 
Comes Warwick, backing of the duke of York; 
And, in the towns as they do march along, 
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him: 
© Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 
Clif. 1 e 798 highnels would depart the 
e 
The queen hath bort succeſs when you are absent. 
O. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to 
| our fortune, 
K. Hen, Why, that's my fortune too; therefore 
Pl stay. 
North. Be it with resolution then to fight. 
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Prince, My royal father, cheer these noble 
lor Is, 
And hearten those that fight in your defence: 
Unsheath your sword, good father, cry, Saint 
Georges 


March, Enter FOw anv, Grone, Ricnann, Wan- 
WICk, NORYOULK, Mloxitacue, and Soldiers. 


Edu. Now, prejui'd Henry! wilt thou kneel 
| for ae, 
© And set thy died, m upon my head; 
Oi lide the morta! fortune of the held ? 
O. Mar. Go rate thy minions, proud insulting 
boy! 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms, 
© Before thy Sovereign, and thy lawful king? 


Edu. IJ am his king, and he should bow his 
knee; 
T was adopted heir by his consent: 
Since when, his oath is broke; for, as I bear, 
You -— that are king, though he do wear the 
crown, — 
Have caus'd bim, by new act of parliament, 
Jo blot out me, and put his own son in. 


*Clif. And reason too; 


Who should succeed the father, but the son? 


ich. Are you there, butcher? — O, I cannot 
speak 
* Clif. Ay, crook-back; here I stand, to answer 
thee, 
© Or any he the proudest of thy sort. 


Rich, "Twas you that kill'd young Rutland, 
was it not? | 

Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfy'd. 

Rich. For God's sake, lords, give signal to the 
fight, 
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Var. What say'st thou, Henry, wilt thou 
yield the crown? 
O. Mar, Why, how now, long-tongu'd War- 
Wick? dare you speak? 
When you and I met at saint Albau's last, 
Your legs did better service than your hands. 
War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now is 


thine. 

Clif. You said so much before, and yet you 
{led. 

War. Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove 
me thence. 


North. No, nor your manhood, that dutst 
make you stay. 
Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee reverent- 
ly; — 
Break off the parley; for scarce I can refrain 
The execution of my big-swoln heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child-killer. 
Clif. I 8lew thy father; Call'st thou him a 
child ? 
Rici. Ay, like a dastard, and a treacherous 
1 coward, 
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland ; 
But, ere sun-set, I'll make thee curse the deed. 


K. Hen. Haye done with words, my lords, 


and hear me speak. 
O. Mar. Defy them then, or else hold clos 
thy lips. ; 
R. Hen. I priythee, give no limits to my 
tongue; f 
I am a king, and privileg'd to speak. 
Clif. My liege, the wound, that bred this 
meeting here, | 
Cannot be cur'd by words; therefore be still. 
Rich. Then, executioner, unsheath thy sword: 
By him that made us all, I am resolv'd, 
That Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue. 
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Edi. Say, Henry, shall J have my right, or 
| no? 
A thousand wen have broke their fasts to-day, 
That ne'er shall dine, unleſs thou yield the 
CLOWN, 
Var. Tf thou deny, their blood upon thy head; 
For York in justice puts his armour on. 
Prince. If that be right, which Warwick says 
13 right, | 
There is no wrong, but every thing is right. 
Rich, Whoever got thee, there thy mother 
stands; 
For, well T wot, thou hast thy mothers tongue. 


O. Mar, But thou art neither like thy sire, nor 
dam; 
But like a foul mis-shapen stigmatick, 
Mark'd by the destinies to be avoided, 
* As venom toads, or lizards' dreadful stings. 
Rich, Iron of Naples, hid with English gilt, 
Whose father bears the title of a king, 
(As if a channel should be call'd the sea,) 
* Sham'st thou not, kuowing whence thou art ex- 
traught, 
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart? 


Edu. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand 

crowns, 

To malie this shameleſs callet know herself. — 

* Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 

Although thy husband may be Menelaus; 

And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 

* By that false woman, as this king by thec. 

His father revell'd in the heart of France, 

And tam'd the king, and made the Dauphin 
st00D3; 

And, had he match'd according to bis state, 

Ile might have kept that glory to this day: 

But, when he took a beggar to his bed, 
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hb grac'd thy poor sire with his bridal] fav a 

«Even then that sun-shine brew'd a shower for 
him, 

That wash'd his father's fortunes forth of 
France, ä 

And hear'd sedition en his crown at home. 

For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy 
pile? P 

Hadet thou beer: meek, our title still had slept; 

And we, in pity of the gentle king, 

Ho sli; p'd our claim ual another age. 


Geo, But, when we saw our sun-shine made 
thy «pring, 
© And that thy summer bred us no increase, 
We xet the one to ihy us11ping root: 
And though the. edge hath Something hit our- 
selves 
„Jet. know thou, since we have begun to strike, 
eWe'l never leave, till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thy pro wing with our heated bloods. 
F.dw. And, in th:- aro, I defy thee; 
Not willing any longer couference, 
Since thou dens: the gentle king to speak. — 


Sound tumpets! — let our bloody colours 
wave! — 


And either victory, or else a grave. 
0. Mar, Stay, FE.dward, 


Ew, No, wrangling woman, we'll no longer 


d da : 
These worde will cost ten thousand lives to day. 
LExeunt. 
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A field of battle between Towton and Saxton in 
Y orkshire. 


Alarums, Excursions. Enter Warwick. 


War. Forspent wath toil, as runners with a 
race, 


1 lay me down a little while to breathe: 


For strokes receiv'd, and many blows repaid, 

Have robb'd my strong- knit sinews of their 
strength, 

© And, spight of spight, needs must I rest a While. 


Enter Eow &rD, running, 


Edi. Smile, gentle heaven! or strike, ungentle 
death! 
For this world frowns, and Edward's sun is 
clouded. 


ar. How now, my lord? what hap? what 
| hope of good? 


Enter Gongs. 


* Geo. Our hap is loſe our hope but sad de- 
spair; 
Our ranks Ml. broke, and ruin follows us: : 
*\Vhat counsel give you? whither shall we fly? 
dw. Bootlels is flight, they follow us with 
wings; 
* And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 


Enter RiceuaAn p. 


(Rich. Ah,; Warwick, why hast thou with- 
drawn thyself? 


—— 


Where: e'er it be, in heaven, or on earth. 
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Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth bath drunk, 

©Broach'd with the steely point of Clifford's 
lance: 

© And, in the very pangs of death, he cry'd, — 

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far, — 

© Warwick, revenge! brother, revenge my death! 

©<So underneath the belly of their steeds, 

That stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood, 

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

Var. Then let the earth be drunken with our 

blood : 7 

In kill my horse, because IT will not ly. 

* Why stand we like soft-hearted women here, 

* Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth: rage; 

* And look upon, as if the tragedy 

Were vlay'd in jest by counterfeiting actors ? 

© Here on my knee I vow to God above, 

„' never pause again, never stand still, 

„Til either death bath clos'd these eyes of mine, 

„Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Edw.. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with 

thine; 

And, in this vow, do chain my soul th thine, — 

* And, ere my knee rise from the earth's cold 

face, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 

Thou setter up and plucker down of kings! 

© Beseeching thee, — if with thy will it stands, 

© That to my foes this body must be prey, — 

tYet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 

* And give sweet passage to my 8inful soul! — 

„Now, lords, take leave until we meet again, 


* 


3 2 1 


* * 
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Rich. Brother, give me thy hand; — and, 
gentle Warwick, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: — 
„J. that did never weep, now melt with woe, 
„That winter should cut off our spring-time so. 
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ar. Away, away! Once more, sweet lords, 
farew el. 

«Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops: 
And give them leave to ily that will not stay; 
And call them pillars, that will stand to us; 
And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
© Ag victors wear at the Olympian games; 

This may plant courage in their quailiug breasts; 
* For yet is hope of lite, and victory, — 
* Fore-slow no longer, mahe we hence amain. 


[Facunt. 


I. 


The ame. Another part of the ſteld. 


Excursions. Enter RicnHuanD, and CLirronp. 


Rick. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee 
alone: 5 
« Suppose, this arm is for the duke of York, 
* And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge, 
«Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall. 


Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here 
22055 alone: 

This is the hand, that stabb'd thy father York; 

And this the haud, that slew thy brother Rut- 


. 


5 land ; 
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their 
1 death, | 
And cheers these hands, that slew thy sife and 
| brother, s 
* To execute the like upon thyself; 
And so, have at thee. | 


* 1 


+ 4 [They fight. Warwick enters; Clifford fie 
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Nich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other 
chace; 
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


Another part of the field, 


Alarum. Enter Ring HEN RX. 


K. Hen. This battle fares like to the morniug's 

war, 

When dying clouds contend with growing light; 

* What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 

* Can neither call it perfect day, nor night. 

Now ways it this way, like a mighty sea, 

Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind; 

e Now «ways it that way, like the self-same sea 

«<Yo0:1c'd to retire by fury of the wind: 

«Sometime, the flood prevails; and then, the 
wind ; 

© Now, one the better; then, another best; 

«Both tngoing to be victors, breast to breast, 

Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered :; 

„So in the 2qual pole of this fell war. 

* te on this mole-hill will [sit me down. 

*', whom God will, there be the victory! 

© For Morgaret my queen, and Clifford too, 

©FHlave (hid me from the battle; swearing both, 

They prosper best of all when I am thence. 

© Would I were dead! if God's good will were 
80: | 

For what is in this world, but grief and woe? 

0 God! methinks, it were a happy life, 

To be no better than a homely swain 

* To sit upon a hull, as I do now, 
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* To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
„hereby to sec the minutes how they run: 
* How many make the hour full complete, 
„lou many hours bring about the day, 
„ow many days will finish up the year, 

* How many years a moital man may live, 


*\Vhen this is known, then to divide the times: 


* So many hours must | tend my Hock; 

* So maay hours must J take my test; 

* So many hours must I contemplate; = 

* So many hours must I sport myself: 

So many days my ewes havetbeen with young: 

* So many weeks ere the poor fools will yeau; 

So many years ere shall sheer the fleece: 

* So minutes, hours, days, weeks months, and 
years, 

* Past over to the end they were created, 

* Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

* Ah, what a life were this! how sweet! how 

lovely! ä 

* Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 

To Shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 

*Than doth a rich embroider'd canop 

* To kings, that fear their subjects' treachery ? © 

*(), yes, it doth; a thousand fold it doth. 

* \nd to couclude, — the sh-pherd's homely curds, 

* 1jis cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

* His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade, 225 

* All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince's deligates, 

* His viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

* His body coi.ched in a curious bed, 

When care, misttust, and treason wait on him. 


Alarum. Enter a Son that has ſkilled his Father, 
drag g iu in the dead budy, 


Son. I'II blou-s the wind, that profits no- 
body. — 
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„This man, whom hand to hand Islew in fight, 
* May be possessed with some store of crowns; 
* And I, that haply take them from him now, 

* May yet ere _ yield both my life and them 
o some man else, as this dead man doth me, — 
*\Vho's this? — O God! it is my father's face, 
whom in this conflict J unwares have kill'd. 

0 heavy times, begetting such events! 

From London by the king was I preſs'd forth; 
iy father, being the earl of Warwick's man, 
Came on the part of York, preſs'd by his master; 
And I, who at his hands receiv'd my life, 

© Have by my hands of life bereaved him, — 

© Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did! — 
Aud pardon, father, for J knew not thee! — 


* 


* My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks; 


* Aud no more words, till they have flow'd their 

{ill J 
R. Hen. O piteous spectacle! O bloody times! 

\Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens, 

© Poor barmlels lambs abide their enmity. — 

* VV ecp, wretched man, Pl aid thee tear for tear; 

* And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war, 

*Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with 
grief. 


Enter a Father, who has killed his Son, with the 


budy in his arms. 


© Fath, Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me, 
Give me thy gold, if thou bast any gold; 
„For J have bought it with au hundred blows. — 
But let me see: — is this our foeman's face? 
Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son! — 
* Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 
*'Throw up thine eye; see, see, what showers 

arise, 

Blown with the windy tempest of my heart, 


f 
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* Upon thy wounds, that Kill mine eye and 
heart! — 
„0, pity, God, this miserable age! — 
Wat stratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinons, and unnatural, 
„This deadly quarrel daily doth beget! — 
O boy. thy father gave thee life too soon, 
And hath bereſt thee of thy life too late! 
/ K. Hen, Woe above woe! grief more than com- 
72 mon grief! 
„ 0, that my death would stay these ruthful 
deeds! — 
0 pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity! — 
The red rose and the white are on his face, 
The fatal colours of our striving houses: 


»The ene, his purple blood right well resembles 


* The other, his pale cheeks, methinks, present: 
Wither one rose, and let the other floutish! 
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither. 


Son. How will my mother, for a father's death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be satisfy'd? 


; . _ Father, How will my wife, for slaughter of 
my son, 
h Shed seas of tears, and ne'er be satisfy'd? 


K. Hen. How will the country, for these woe- 
ful chances, | 
»Mis-think the king, and not be satisſy'd ? 
- on. Was ever son, so ru'd a father's death? 
* Fath. Was ever father, so bemoan'd his son? 
K. Hen. Was ever king, so griev'd for sub- 
jects' woe? 
«Much is your sorrow; mine, ten times so much. 


_ Son. TIl bear thee hence, where I may weep 
| Fl | my fill. [ Exit, with the body. 
8 Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy wind- 
— *. ing-sheet ; 


f 


»My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre; 
* For from my heart thine image ne'er shall go. 
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*My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell; 
* Aud 30, ob-equions will thy father be, 
* Sad for Me lols of thee, baving no more, 
* As iam was for all his valiant sous. 
I'] bear thee hence; and let them fight that will, 
For 1 have murder'd where I should not kill, 
[Eat, with the body. 
K. Ilen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with 
4 care, | 
© Here sits a king more woeful than you are. 


Alarums. Excuritons. Enter Queen Mandan, 
Prince of Wales, and ELXTITEn. 


© Prince, Fly, father, fly! for all your friends 
are fled, 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull: 
Away! for death doth hold us in pursuit. 
. Mar. Mount vou, my lord, towards Ber- 
wick post amain: | 
«Edward and tiichard, lik a brace of greyhounds 
«Having the fearful! flying bare in sight, 
« With iry eyes, . for very w oath, 
© And bloody strel graep'd in their irg hands, 
© Are at our bachs; and thereio:e hence amain. 
Exe. Away: for vengeauce comes aloug with 
them; 5 
© Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed; 23 
Or else come atter, FI away before. c 
K. Hen, Nay, take me with thee, good sweet 
Exeter; 
«Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
« Whither the queen intends. Forward; away! 
[Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. 


The same. 


A loud alarum. Enter CirrronD, wounded. 


Clif. Tere burns my candle out, ay, here id 
dies, | 

Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light 
O, Lancaster! I fear thy overthrow, 
More than my body's parting with my sonl. 
Ny love, and fear, glew'd many friends to thee 
And, now I fall, thy tough commixtwes melt. 
Tmpairiag Henry, strength'ning mis-proud York, 
The common people swarm like summer flies; 
And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun? 
And who sbines now, but Henry's enemies? 
O Phoebus! hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should check thy tiry 8teeds, 
Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth: 
And, Henry, hadst thou sway'd as kings should 


O, 
Or as thy father, and his father, did, 
Giving no gronnd unto the house of York, 
They never then had sprung like summer lies; 
„J, and ten thousand in this Incklels realm, 
Had left no mourning widows for our death, 


And thou this day badst kept thy chair in peace.“ 


For what doth cherish weeds, but gentle air? 

*And what makes robbers bold, but too much 
lenity? | 

Bootleſs are plaints, and cureleſs are my wounds 

No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight: 

The foe is mercileſs, and will nat pity; 

For, at their hands, I have desery'd no pity, 

*The air hath got into my deadly 1 

And much elfuse of blood doth make me faint:— 
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Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the 
rost; 
L stabb'd your fathers' bosoms, split my breast. 


[ He fain: "A 


Alarum and retreat, Enter Erwarn, GzorGr, 
Ricn Ano, AMonTAGUE, VWakwick, wid 


Soldiers. 


Edi. Now breathe we, lords; good fortune 

bids us pause, 

„And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful 
looks. — 

Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen ; — 

* That led calm Henry, though he were a king, 

As doth a sail, flVd with a fretting gust, 

„Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

© But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with 
them ? 

I ar. No, 'tis impossible he should escape: 
For, though before his face I speak the words, 
Your brother Richard mark'd him for the grave: 
And, wheresoce'er he is. he's surely dead, 

[Clifford groans, and dies. 


Edu. Whoze sou is that which takes her heavy 


leave? 
Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death's 
departing. 
Edu. See who it is: and, now the battle's 
ended, 


Tf friend, or foe, let him be gently us'd. 
Rich. Reroke that doom of mercy, for 'tis 
Clifford; 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his 3 put forth, 
But set his murdering kaife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweet) 
spring, 
*I mean, our princely father, duke of York. ED 
ar. 


„ a. ae TS 


FT ot. 6 x; 


Sabo ore Eo II es 


* 
r 


KING HENRY VI. 35 


War. From off the gates of York fetch down 
the head, 
Your father's head, which Clifford FR there: 
Instead whereof, let this supply the room; 
Measure for Measure must be answered. 


Edu. Bring forth that fatal scritch-owl to our 
house, 
„That nothing sung but death to us and ours : 
Now death shall stop his dismal threatening 
sound, | 
And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 
[ Attendants bring the body forward, 


Var. I think his understanding is bereft; — 
Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to 
thee ? — 
Dark cloudy death o'ershades his beams of life, 
And he nor sees, nor hears us what we say. 


Rich, O, would he did! and 80, perhaps, he 
doth; | 
©Tis but his polic to counterfeit, 
Because he 2 avoid such bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our father. 


Geo, If so thou think'st, vex him with eager 
words. 

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace. 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootleſs peuitence. 

IV ar, Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults. 

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy 
faults. 

Rick. Thou didst love York, and I am 80n 
to York, | 

Edw. Thou pitied'st Rutland, I will pity 
thee. 

Geo. Where's captain Margaret, to fence you 
now ? 

War. They mock thee, Clifford! swear as 
thou wast wont. 


Vol. V. M 


| 
| 1 
LY 
4 
LY. 
ky 
1 
1 
1 
1 
5 


3 

* 

— 
4 I , b eng bi omg — : 
. ͤ ͤ ww en et — —ͤ— — 


—Y — _— 
«4 — 
_ - & 
4 —— Ae 


1 4 
\ 
| 


| A 
i! 
| 
4/ 

' 
iz 
e I 
fl 
ot 
4 
* 

\ 

I. | 
1 


— — —— — as = 
= = — — - 
— — * — = — = — 
— — — = — — pA. —— 
— — 1— —- — 
_ _ - 
— — — 


— — — 


3 


54 KING HENRY VI. 


Rich. What, not an oath? nay, then the 

world goes hard, | 

«When Clifford cannot spare his friends an 
oath ; — 

I know by that, he's dead; And, by my soul, 

«Tf this right band would buy two hours' life, 

That I in all despight might ail at him, 

„This baud should chop it off; and with the 
issuing blood 

Stifle the vill.in, whose unstanched thirst 

York and young Rutland could not satisfy. 


IV ar. Ay, but he's dead: Olf with the traitor's 


hend, 

And rear it in the place your father's stands. — 

And now to London with triumphant march, 

There to be crowned Englaud's royal king. 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to 
France, 

And 'ask the lady Bona for thy queen : 

So shalt thou sinew both these Jands together; 

„And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not 
dread | 

The scatter'd foe, that hopes to rise again; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 

Yet look to have them buz, to offend thine 

| "ears. 

First, will I see the coronation ; 

And then to Biitany III croſs the sea, 

To effect this mairiage, so it please my lord. 

Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let 

it be: | 

*For on thy shoulder do J build my seat; 

* And never will I undertake the thing, 

* Wherein thy counsel and consent is want 
ing. — 

„Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster; — 

And George, of Clarence; — Warwick, as out- 
self, 5 


r 
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Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best. 
Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence; George, 
of Gloster; 
For Gloster's dukedom is too ominous. 
TV ar. Tut, that's a foolish observation; 
Richard, be duke of Gloster: Now to London, 
Jo see these honours in possession. [ Exeunt. 


ay 
Cu 


A 0 T III. SCENE I. 


A Chace in the North of England. 


Enter two Keepers, with croſs - bows in their hands. 


1. Keep, Under this thick-grown brake we'll 
shroud ourselves; 
«For through this laund anon the deer will 
| come; 
And in this covert will we make our stand, 
© Culling the principal of all the deer. 


*2. Keep. I'll stay above the hill, so both 
may shoot. 


1. Keep. That cannot be; the noise of thy 
crols - bow 
Will scare the herd, and 80 my shoot is lost. 
* Here stand we both : and aim we at the best: 
* And, for the time shall not seem tedious, ' 
n..* FH tell thee what befell me on a day, 
In this self-place where now we mean to 
Stand, 
. Keep. Here comes a man, let's stay till he 
be past. 
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Fnter King Hzxnr, disgguized, with a prayer. 
books. 
K. Hen. From Scotland am I stol'n, even of 
pure love, 
To greet mine own land with my wishful 
sight. 
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine; 
*' Thy place ” hIVd, thy scepter wrung from 
thee, 
*'Thy balm wash'd off, wherewith thou wast 
anointed: 
No bending knee will call thee Caesar now, 
No humble suitors prels to speuk for right, 
*No, not a man comes for . of thee; 
For how can I help them, and not myself? 
*I. Keep. Ay, here's a deer whose skin's a 
keeper's fee: 
„This is 1 king; let's seize upon 
im. 
* K. Hen. Let me embrace these sour adver- 
sities; 
For wise men say, it is the wisest course. 
*g. Keep, Why linger we? let us lay hands 
upon him. 
* 1. Keep, Forbear a while; we'll hear a little 
more. 
K. Hen. My queen, and son, are gone to 
France for aid; : 
And, as I hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French King's 
sister 
To wife for Edward: If this news be true, 
Poor queen, and son, your labour is but lost; 
For Warwick is a subtle orator, 
And Lewis a prince soon won with moving 
| words. 
*By this account, then, Margaret may win him; 
For she's a woman to be pity'd much: 
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Her sighs will make a battery in his breast; 

* [ler tears will pierce into a marble heart; 

* The tyger will be mild, while she doth mourn; 

* And Nero will be tainted with remorse, 

u Po hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears, 

* Ay, but she's come to beg; Warwick, to give: 

She, on his left side, craving aid for Ilenry; 

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps, and says — her Henry is depos'd; 

He smiles, and says — his Edward is zustall'd; 

* That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no 
more: 

* Wbiles Warwick tells his title, smooths the 
wrong, 

© Inferreth arguments of mighty strength; 


And, in conclusion, wins the king from her, 


*\Viih promise of his sister, and what else, 
To strengthen and support king Edward's place. 
O Margaret, _ "twill be; and thou, poor 
soul, 
* Art then forsaken, as thou went'st forlorn. 
2. Keep. Say, what art thou, that talk'st of 
kings and queens ? N 
K. en. Nlore than I seem, and leſs than J 
was born to: | 
A man at least, for leſs I should not be; 
And men may talk of kings, and why not T? 
©2, Keep. Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou wert 
' - "-& King. 
K. Hen. Why, so I am, in mind; and that's 
enouph. 
2. Keep. But, if thou be a king, where is thy 
crown ? 
R. Hen. My crown is in my heart, not on 
my head; 
* Not dech'd with diamonds, and Indian stones, 
Nor to be seen: my crown is call'd, content; 
A cron it is, that seldom Kings enjoy. 
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* 


2. Keep, Well, if you be a king crown'd 
with content, 

Your crown content, and you, must be CON» 

tented 

To go along with us: for, as, we think, 

„Jou are the king, king Edward bath depos d; 

„Aud we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance, 

Will apprehend you as his enemy, 

* K. Hen, But did wg never swear, and break 
an oath ? 

*2. Keep. No, never such an oath; nor will 
not now. 

K. Hen. Where did you dwell, when I was 
king of England? N 

ws Keep. Here zu this country, were we now 
remain. 

*K. T-n. 1 was anointed king at nine months 
olt; 

" oy father, MA my grandfather, were kings; 
* And you were sworn true subjects unto me: 
Aud, tell me then, have you not broke your 

oaths ? 
* 1. Keep. No; for we were subjects, but 
while you were king. 
K. IIen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe 
ga man? 

*Ah, simple men, you know not what you 

; $wWear. 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

* And as the air blows it to me again. 

*()beying with my wind when L do blow, 

And yielding to another when it blows, 

* Commanded always by the greater gust; 

*Such is the lightneſs of you common men. 

*But do not break your oaths; for, of that sin 
* My mild enireaty sball not make you guilty. 

*Go where you will, the king shall be com- 
» manded z 


n 


i 


þ 4 
P. 
* 
4 
4 * 
3 
Pl 
% + 
* 
* 2. 
8 
Lf 
aA 
may I 
= 
4g) 
K* 
4 
AoT- 
2 
. 
_ - 
. N. 
4 
„ 
1 
* 7 
*4 


KING HENRY VI. 59 


* And be you kings; command, and TI! obey. 
1. Keep. We are true subjects to the king, 
king I.&ward. 
* K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 
*If he were seated as king F.dward is. 
I. Keep. We charge you, in God's name, and 
in the king's, 
To go with us vnto the officers. 
KX. Hen, In God's name, lead; your king's 
name be obey'd: 
And what God will, that let your king per- 
form; 
* And what he will, I humbly yield unto. 
| [Exeunt. 


l 
London. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter King E.,orwanD, Grosren, CLARENCE, and 
Lady Grey. 


K. Edu. 8 of Gloster, at saint Albans' 
fie] : : 

„This lady's husband, sir John Grey, was slain, 
His lands then seiz'd on by the conquerors: 
Her suit is now, to reposseſs those N — 
* Which we in justice cannot well deny, 
Because in querre] of the house of York 
„The worthy Gentleman did lose his life. 

Glo, Your highneſs shall do well, to grant 

„ hoe Suit; 

It were dishonour, to deny it ber. 

K. Edw, It were no leſs; but yet I'll make a 

ause. 

© Glo. Vea! is it so? [ Aside to Clar, 
] see, the lady bath a thing to grant, 
Before the king will grant ber humble suit. 
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Clar. He knows the game; How true he 


Keeps the wind? [Aside. 

Glo. Silence! [Aside. 

K. Edu. Widow, we will consider of your 
suit; 


And come some other time, to know our mind, 
L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook 
. 
May it please your highneſs to resolve me 
now; 
And what your pleasure is, sball satiefy me. 
Glo. [Aside.] Ay, widow? then I'll warrant 
ou all your lands, 
© And if what pleases him, shall pleasure you. 


*Fight closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a 
blow. 

* Clar, I fear her not, unleſs she chance to 

fa)l, [Aside. 

* Glo. God forbid that! for he'll take van- 

I? tages. | [Aside. 


K. Edu. How many children hast thou, 
widow ? tell me. | 
Clar. I think, he means to beg a child of 


j i her. : [4 ndes 
A Glo. Nay, whip me then; he'll rather give 
14 | her two. [ Aide. 
41 L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord. 
14 Glo, You shall have four, if you'll be rul'd 
fy by him. [ Aside. 
L *K. Edu. Twere fit, they should lose their 
0 father's land. 


L. Grey. 4 dread lord, and grant it 


Fl | 1 then. : 
WO RK. Ed. Lords, give us leave; T1! try this 
= widow's wit. 
f Glo. Ay, good leave have you; for you will 
15 have leave, 
14 
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0 Till youth take leave, and leave you to the 
Ga ; crutch. 
& [Gloster and Clarence retire to the other side. 
r K. Edu. Now tell me, madam, do you love 
h your children? 
k I. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as J love my- 
self. 
a K. Edu. And would you not do much to 
do them good ?. 1 
L. Grey. To do them good, T would sustain 9 
F some harm. 4 
*X. Edu, Then get your husband's Jands, to I 
do them good. q 
IL. Grey. Therefore I came unto your ma- i 
N * i 
K. Fdw. I'll tell you how these lands are to il 
N 8 be got. : — 1 
: L. Grey. So shall you bind me to your 1 
5 highnels* service. 1 
. RK. Edw. Wu hat service wilt thou do me, if 1þ 
1 them? 4 
L. Grey. What you command, that rests in 4 
f | me to do. A 
G K. Edu. But you will take exceptions to | 
: ; my boon. a 
- L. Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot | 
do it, 3 


| 
0 
1 . 


*K. Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I 
mean to ask, 

L. Grey. Why, then I will do what your 
race commands. 


2 Glo. He plies her hard; and much rain 
Þ wears the marble. [Aside. 
2 *Clar. As red as fire! nay, then ber wax 
* must melt. [Aside. 


| © L. Grey. Why stops my lord? en J not 
| hear my task? 


ELIE, cont 9-445; 
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K. Edo. An easy task; 'tis but to love a 
king. 

L. Grey. That's soon perform'd, because I am 

| o subject. 

R. Edu. Why then, thy husband's lands I 
freely give thee. 

L. Grey. I take my leave, with many thousand 
thanks. 

Glo. The match is made; she seals it with a 
curt'sy. 

K. Edu. But stay thee, 'tis the fruits of 
love I mean. 

L. Grey. The fruits of love T mean, my 
loving liege. 

RK. F.idw, Ay, but, I fear me, in another 
Sense. 

What love, think'st thou, T sue 80 much to 

et? 

L. Grey. "My love till death, my humble 
thanks, my prayers; 

That love, which wrtue begs, and virtue grants. 
K. Edw. N v wy troth, I did not mean 


o $urh love. 
J. Grey. Why, then you mean not as I 
thought you did. 
* x. Ldw, But.now you partly may perceive 
my mind. 
L. Grey. Ny mind. will never grant what 1 
perceive 
* Your highnels aims at, if T aim aripht, 
K. F.du. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with 
thee. 
* L. Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie 
in prison. 
K. Edu. Why. then thou shalt not have thy 
husband's lands. 
L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty shall be 
my dower; , 
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For by that loſs I will not purchase them. 
(K. Edu. Therein thou wrovg'st thy children 
mightily. 
L. Grey. Ilerein your highneſs wrongs both 
them and me. 
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
„Accords not with the sadaels of my suit; 
Please you dismiſs me, either with ay, or no. 
K. Edi. Ay; if thou wilt say ay, to my 
re quest: | 
No; if thou dost say no, to my demand. 
L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My u suit is at 


an end. 
«Glo. The widow likes him not, sbe knits 
her brows, [Asde. 
Clar, He is the bluntest wooer in Christen- 
dom. [ Axide, 


K. Edw. | Aside.] Her looks do argue her re- 
plete with modesty; 
* Her words do shew her wit incomparable; 
* All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 
One way, or other, she is for a king; 
And +he shall be my love, or else my queen. — 
Say, that king Edward take thee for his queen ? 
L. Grey. Tis better said than done, my gra- 
cions lord: | 
Jam a subject fit to jest withal, \ 
But far unfit to be a $sovereign. 
K. Edu. Sweet widow, by my state I swear 
to thee, 
] «peak vo more than what my soul intends; 
Ane that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 
L. Grey. And that is more than I will yield 


unto : 
J know, I em too mean to be your queen; 
And yet too good toe be your concrhine. 
K. Edw, You cavil, widow; I did mean, my 
queen. 
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L. Grey. "Twill grieve your grace, my sons 
E should 2 ll, _ Father. 8 

R. Edu. No more, than when my daughters 
ä call thee mother. 
Tbou art a widow, and thou hast some children; 
And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor, 
Have other some: why, *tis a e thing 
To be the father unto many sons. | 
Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen. 
- Glo. The py father now bath done his | 


* 


shrift. [Aside. 
Cla. When he was made a sbriver, 'twas for | 
shift. [ Aside. 


R. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we 
two have had. 

* Glo. "The widow likes it not, for she looks 
very sad. 

K. Edu. You'd think it strange, if 1 should 
marry her. 

Clar. To whom, my lord? 

K. Lido. Why, Clarence, to myself. 

Glo. That would be ten days' wonder, at the 
least. 

Clar. That's a day longer than a wonder 
lasts. 

© Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

K. Edu. Well, jest on, brothers: I can tell 
you both, 

Her suit is granted for her husband's lands. 


Enter a Nobleman. 


Nob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is 
taken, 
and brought your prisoner to your palace 
ate. - 
K. Edu. See, that he be convey'd unto the 
Tower: — 


c 
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„And go we, brothers, to the man that took 
him, 3 ; 

„To question of his apprebension, — 


Widow, go you along; — Lords, use her 
honourable. 


[Exeunt King EDWAnD, Lady Grnry, Cras, 
| and Lord. 


Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honourahly, 

© Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and 
all, 

«That from his loins no hopeful branch may 
spring, : 

To croſs me from the golden time J look for! 

© And yet, between my soul's desire, and me, 

(The lustful Edward's title buried) 

©Is Clarence, Henry, and his 80n young Ed- 
werd, 

© And all the unlook'd- for issue of their bodies, 

„To take their rooms, ere I can place myself: 

A cold premeditation for my purpose! 

Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty; 

*Like one that stands upon a promontory, 

* And spies a far-off shore where he would 
tread, | 

Wishing lis foot were equal with his eye; 

And chides the sea that sunders him from 
thence, 

* Saying — he'll lade it dry to have is wav: 

* 80 do I wish the crown, being 80 far off; 

* And so I chide the means that keep me from 
it ; 

And so I say — I'll cut the causes off, 

* Flattering me with impossibilities. — 

'My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too 

5 much, 

* Unleſs my hand and 
them. 


strength could equal 
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* Well, say there is no kingdom then for 
Richard; 

* What other pleasure can the world afford? 

«VII make my heaven in a lady's lap, 

«And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and 
looks, 

O miserable thought! and more unlikely, 

Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns! 

V hy, love forswore me in my mother's womb: 

* And, for I should not deal in her soft laws, 

© She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe 

„To shrink mine arm up like a wither'd shrub; 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Where sits deformity to mock my body; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size; 

* To disproportion me in every part, 

* Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp, 

* That carries no impression like the dam, 

Aud am I] then a man to be Lelov'd ? 

O, monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought! 

*'Then, since this earth affords no joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o'erbear such 

* As are of better person than myself, 

I'll make my heaven — to dream upon the 


crown; 

* And, whiles I live, to account this world but 
bell, 

*Until my mis-shap'd trunk that bears this 
head, 


* Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 
* And yet I know not how to get the crown, 
For many lives stapd between me and home: 


* And I, — like one lost in a thorny wood, 
*'That rents the thorns, and is rent with the 
thorns ; 


* Seeking a way, and straying from the way; 
+ Not knowing how to find the open air, 
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* But toiling desperately to ſind it ont, — 

Torment myself to catch the English crown: 

* And from that torment | will free myself, 

„Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile; 

© And cry, content, to that which grieves my 

heart; | 

* And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

* And frame my face to all occasions. 

I'] drown more sailors than the mermaid 
| sball; 

I'll slay more gazers than the basilisk; 

* 'i play the orator as well as Nestor, 


* Deceive more slily than Ulysses could, 


* And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 

T can add colours to the cameleon ; 

Change shapes, with Proteus, for advantages, 

And set the murd'rous Machiavel to school. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 

Tut! were it further off, I'll pluck it down. 
[Exit. 


SCENE III. 


France. A Room in a Palace, 


Hourish. Enter LrwWòis the French King, and Lady 
Bo NA, attended: the King takes his state. Then 
enter Queen MancAner, Prince EDW]ARAD her Son, 
and the Earl of Oxronp. 


„R. Lew. Fair queen of England, worthy 
Margaret, [ rising. 
Sit down with us; it ill beſits thy state, 


And birth, that thou should'st stand, while 
Lewis doth sit. 


A — — —— . ͤ— =_- 
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O. Mar. No, mighty king of France; now 


Margaret 
Must strike her sail, and learn a while to 
serve, 
* Where kings command. I was, I must con- 
fels, 


* Great Albion's queen in former golden days: 
*But now mischance hath trod my title down, 
* And with dishonour laid me on the ground; 
Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 
* And to my humble seat conform myself. 
K. Lew, \Vhy, say, fair queen, whence 
springs this deep despair ? 
* 0. Mar, From such a cause as fills mine 
eyes with tears, 
* And stops my tongue, while heart is drowu'd 
in Cares. 
* K. Lew. \V hate'er it be, be thou still like 
thyself, 
* And sit thee by our side: yield not thy neck 
[Seats her by lum, 


*'To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntlels mind 
*Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 
*Be plain, queen Margaret, aud tell thy prief; 
„It shall be eas'd, if France can yield relief. 
O. Mar. Those gracious words revive my 
drooping thoughts, 
And give my tongue-ty'4 sorrows leave to 


speak. 
* Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lew 
15, — 


* That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

* Is, of a king, become a banish'd man, 

* And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn; 

* While proud ambitious Edward, duke of York, 
* Usurps the regal title, and the seat 

* Of England's true-anointed lawful king. 


* This is the cause, that IJ, poor Margaret, — 
* With 


a \ 
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Wich this my son, prince Edward, Henry's 
heir, — 

Am come to crave thy just and Jawſul aid; 

„And, if thou fail us, all our hope is done: 

„Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help; 

* Our people and our peers are both mis-led, 

„Our treasure seiz'd, our soldiers put to flight, 

* And, as thou see'st, ourselves in heavy plight. 

* K. Lew, Renowned queen, with patience 

calm the storm, 

*While we bethink a means to break it off. 


11 * O. Mar. The more we stay, the Stronger 


grows our foe. 
K. Lew. The more I stay, the more ILIl suc- 


cour thee. | 
O. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true 
SOLLOW :; 
And see, where comes the breeder of my sor 
row. 


Enter Wa RWICK, attended, 


K. Lew. What's he, approacheth boldly to 


our presence ? 
O. Mar. Our ear] of Warwick, Edward's 
reatest friend. 
K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick! What 
brings thee to France? 
[descending From his State, Qucen Mar. rises, 


„. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to 
rise; 


; *For this is he, that moves both wind and tide. 


War. From worthy Edward, king of Al- 
= bion, 
3 My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 


11 come, — in kindnels, and unfeigned love, — 
5 First, to do greetings to thy royal person; 


= And, then, to crave a league of amity ; 
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And, Jastly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to gront 
That virtnons lady Bona, thy ſair sister, 
To England's king in lawful mairiege. 
O. Mar. If that go forward, Hen:y's hope 1; 
done. 
Mar. And, gracious madam, [to Bona.] in our 
king's behalf, 
J am commanded, with your leave and favou:, 
Humbly to kils your hand, and with wy tongue 
To tell the passion of my soxvereigu's heart; 
Where fame, late entering at his hecdful ears, 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image, and thy virtue, 
O. Mar. King Lewis, — and lady Bona, — 
bear me speak. 
Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
* Springs not from Edward's well- meant honest 
love, 
* But from deceit, bred by necesstty : 
For how can tyrants safely govern home, 
* Unleſs abroad they purchase great alliance? 
To prove him tyrant, this reason may suf: 
ſice, — 
That Henry Iiveth still: but were he dead, 
*Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry's 
son. 
Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league 
and marriage 
* Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour; 
For though ugurpers sway the rule a while, 
et heavens are just, and time suppresset“ 
wrongs, 
War. Injurious Margaret! 
Prince. And why not queen? 
War. Because thy father Henry did usurp; 
And thou no more art prince, than she is queen. 
Oaſ. Then Warwick disannuls great Jobn 0: 
Gaunt, . 
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Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain; 
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the fourth, 
«Whose wisdom was a mitror to the wiseaxt; 
And, aſter that Wise prince, Henry the lifth, 
Who by his prow«ts conquered all France: 
From these our Heary lineally descends. 
Var. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth 
discourse. 
You told not, how Henry the sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the fifth had gotten? 
Methinks, these peers of France should smile 
at that. 
But for the rest. — You tell a pedigree 
Of threescore aud two years; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kiaglom's worth. 
Of. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against 
thy liege, 
Whom thou obeyed'st thirty and six years, 
And not bewray thy treazon with a blush? 
Jar. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the 
right, 
Now buckler falsbood with a pedigree? 
For shame, leaye Henry, and call Edward king. 
Of. Call him my king, by whose injurious 
oom 
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 


Was done to death? and more than so, my 
father, 


Even in the downfall of his mellow'd years, 
When nature brought him to the door of 
death ? , 
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 
Var. And T the house of York. 


K. Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and 
Oxford, | 


F Vouchsafe, at our request, to Stand aside, 
While I use further conference with Warwick. 


N 2 
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* 


. Mar. Heavens grant, that Warwick's words 
bewitch him not! 
[retiring with the Prince and Oxf. 


K. Lew, Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon 
thy conscience, 
Is Edward your true king? for I were lot}, 
To link with him that were not lawful chos+r, 


Var. Thereon TI pawn my credit and maine 
honour. 
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the people's 
eye? 
War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 
K. Lew. Then further, — all dissembling set 
aside, 
©Tell me for truth the measure of his love 
© Unto our sister Bona, 
Jar. Such it seems, 
As may beseem a monarch like himself. 
Myself have often heard him say, and swear,-- 
That this his love was an eternal plant; 
Whereof the root was fix'd in viitue's ground, 
The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beaut)'s 
tun; 
Exempt from envy, but not from disdain, 
Unleſs the lady Bona quit his pain. 


K. Lew, Now, sister, let us hear your firm 
resolve. 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be 
mine: — 
Yet I confels, [to Warwick.] that often ere. this 
day, 
When I have heard your king's desert re- 
counted, 2 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 
K. Lew, Then, Warwick, thus, — Our sister 
shall be Edward's; 
And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
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»Touching the jointure that your king must 
make, 
* Which with her dowry shall be counter 
pois'd: — 
Draw near, queen Margaret; and he a wiinels, 
That Bona «hall be wife to the English king. 
Prince, To Edward, but not to the English 
king. 
0. Mar. Deceitful Warwick! it was thy 
device 
* By tlis alliance to make void my suit; 
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry“ ſclend. 
K. Lew. Aud still is friend to bim and 
Margaret : 
+ But if your title to the crown be weak, — 
As may appear by Edward's good succels, — 
Then *tis but reason, that I be releas'd 
* From giving aid, which late I promised. 
*Yet shall you have all kindneſs at my hand, 
* That your estate requires, and mine can yield. 
Ma,. Venry now lives in Scotland, at his 
case; 
Where having nothing, nothing he can lose. 
And as for you yourself, our quondam queen, — 
You have a father able to maintain you; 
And better "twere, you troubled him than 
France. 
* O. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameleſs 
Warwick; 
* Proud sctter-up and puller-down of kings! 
will not hence, till with my talk end tears, 
Both fell of truth, I make king Lewis bebold 
* Thy sly conveyance, and thy lord's false love; 
* For both of you are birds of self-same feather. 
[A korn Sounded within. 


R. Lew, Warwick, this is some post to us, 
or thee. 


— 


= _ 2a0CT a 4 


hg, — x 


7h KING HENKY VL. 


Fnter a Mlessen ger, 


Mes. My lord ambassador, these letters are 
for you; 
Sent from your brother, marquis Montague, — 
These from our king unto your majesty. — 
And, madam, these for you; from whom, ! 
know not. 
[To Margaret. They all read their letter: 


Orf. I like it well, that our fair queen and 
mistrels 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at 
his. 
Prince, Nav, mark, how Lewis stamps as he 
were netted: 
» hope, all's for the best. 
Kk. Lew. Warwick, what re thy news? and 
yours, fair queen ? 
0. Mar, Nine, such as fill my heart with 
unhop'd joys. 
Jar. Mine, full of sorrow and heart's di 
content 
XK. Leu. What! bas your king marry'd the 
lady Grey ? 
© And now, to scoth your forgery and his, 
Sends me a Paper to persuade me patience? 
*Is this the alliance that he sechs with Frauce? 
{LINES he presume to scorn us in this manner? 
Mar. I told your majesty as much before: 
This proveth Edward's love, and Warwick's 
honest y. 
Tar., King Lewis, J here protest, — in sight 
of heaven, 
And by the hope I have of heavenly bliſs, — 
That 1 am clear from this misdeed 6 
Edward's; 
No more my king. for he dishonours me; 
But most himself, if be could sec hie shame. — 
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Did I forget, that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to bis death ? 


Did I let pals the abuse done to my niece? 


Did I impale him with the regal cron?! 
Did IT put Henry from his native right; 


„And am 1 guerdon'd at the laat with shame? 


* Shame on himself! for my desert is honour, 
v And, to repair my honour lost for hun, 
*T here renounce him, and return to Ilenry: 


M noble queen, let former grudges pats, 
And hbenceſorth I am thy true servitor; 
I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former 8tate, 
40. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn'd 
8 my hate to love; 
„And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 


Aud joy that thou becom'st king Henry's friend. 


Var. So much bis friend, ay, his unfeigned 

friend, | 

That, if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us 

with some ſerv bands of chosen soldiers, 

Ill undertake to land them on dur coast, 

And force the tyrant from his seat by war. 

"is not his new-made bride shall succour him: 

Aud as for Clarence, — as my letters tell me, 

* He's very likely now to fall from him; 

For matching more for wanton lust than 
livnour, 

*Or than for strenpth and safety of our country. 


Bona. Dear brother, how $ha}ll Bona be re- 
veng'd, 
„But by thy help to this distressed queen? 
O-. Mar, RNenowned prince, how shall poor 
Henry live, 
* Unlels thou rescue him from foul despair ? 


* Zona, My quarrel, and this English queen's, 
arte. One, 
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Var. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with 
yours, 
*K. Lew. And mine, with hers, and thine, 
and Margaret's. 
Therefore, at last, T firmly am resoly'd, 
You shall bave aid. 
* 0. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all 
at once. 
K. Lew. 'Then England's messenger, return in 
Ost; 
And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, — 
That Lewis of France is sending over maskers, 
To revel it with him and his new bride: 
*' Thou seest what's past, go fear thy King 
withal. | | 
Bona. Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower 
shortly, 
I'! wear the willow garland for his sake. 
O. Mar, Tell him, My mourning weeds are 
laid aside, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 
IV ar. Tell him from me, That be hath done 
me wrong ; 
And therefore T'll uncrown him, ere't be long. 
There's thy reward; be gone. [Exit Mes. 
K. Lew. But, Warwick; 
Thou, and Oxford, with five thousand men, 
Shall croſs the seas, and bid false Edward bat- 
tle; 
* And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
* And prince shall follow with a fresh supply. 
© Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt; — 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? 
War. This shall assure my constant loyal- 
ty; — 
That, if our queen and this young prince agree, 
I' join mine eldest daughter, and my joy, 


To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 
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0. Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your, 


motion: — 
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, 


Therefore delay not, give thy haud to War- 


wick ; 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
„That only Warwick's daughter shall be thine, 


Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well de- 
serves it; 
* And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 


He gives his hand to Warwick. 


K. Lew. Why stay we now? These soldiers 
shall be levy'd, 


* And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 

* Shall waft them over with our royal fleet. — 

{I long, till Edward fall by war's mischancę, 

For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 
G [Exeunt all but Warwick, 


War. T came from Edward as ambassador, 
But I return bis sworn and mortal foe: 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 
Had. he none else to make a stale, but me? 
Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 
J was the chief that rais'd him to the crown, 
And I'll be chief to bring him down again: 
Not that I pity Henry's misery, 
But seek revenge on Edward's mockery, [Exit, 
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pa ACT IV. SCENE I. 


London. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter GrosrER, CLARENCE, SOMERSET, MoNTAGUE, 
and Others. 


SA. WF". "IE W 


1 Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what | 
bt think You _— 2 
li Of this new marriage with the lady Grey? | 
id * Jlath not our brother made a worthy choice? | 
{4 * Cla. Alas, you know, tis far from hence 
"1 to France; 
: * How could he stay till Warwick made return? 
* Som. My lord», forbear this talk; here comes 

the king. Y 


2 


Flourisk. Enter * Edward, attended; Lad 
Grey, as queen ; PENN o KE, STAFFORD, 
ASTINGS, and Others. 


*Glo. And his well-chosen bride. 
*Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I 5 
think. 3 . 
R. Edu. Now, brother of Clarence, how like 
you our” choice, 
© That you stand pensive, as half malecontent? 
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the eall 


of Warwick; ' | 
Which are 80 weak of courage, and in judg - 
ment, 


„That they'll take no offence at our abuse. 
K. Edu. Suppose, they take offence without 
a cause, | 7 
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«They are but Lewis and Warwick; I am 
Edward, £4 
«Your king and Warwick's, and must have my 
Will. 
«Glo. And sball have your will, because our 
king: 
„et hasty marriage seldom proveth well. 
K. Edw. Yea, brother Richard, are you of- 
fended too? 
Glo. Not I: | 
«No; God forbid, that I should wish them 
sever'd 
«Whom God hath join'd together: ay, and 
'twere pity, 
To sunder them that yoke so well together. 
K. Edw. Setting your scorns, and your mis— 
like, aside, 
«Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey 
Should not become my wife, and England's 
queen: — 
And you too, Somerset, and Montague, 
Speak freely what you think. 
'Clar, Then this is my opinion, — that king 
Lewis | 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 
*Glo. Aud Warwick, doing what you gave 
in charge, 
Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 
K. Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick 
be appeas'd, ; 
By such invention as I can devise? 
Mont. Yet to have join'd with France in such 


alliance, 

Would more have strengthen'd this our com- 
monwealth 

'Gainst foreign storms, than any home- bred 
marriage, 
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Hast. * knows not Montague, that of 
itself 
England is safe, if true within itself? 
* Mont. But the safer, when it is back'd with 
France. 
Hast. Tis better using France, than trusting 
| France: 
* Let us be back'd with God, and with the 
seas, 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 
* And with their belps only defend ourselves; 
In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies, 
Clar. For this one speech, lord Hastings wel 
deserves 
To have the heir of the lord Hungerford, 
K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will, 
and prant; 
* And, for this once, my will sball stand for 
law. 
© Glo. And yet, methinks, your grace hath not 
done well, 
©To give the heir and daughter of Jord Scales 
© Unto the brother of your loving bride; 
© She better would have fitted me, or Clarence: 
But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 
Clan. Or else you would not have bestow'd 
the heir 
Of the lord Bonville on your new wife's son, 
*And leave your brothers to go speed else- 


where. 
K. Edu. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a 
wife, 
© That thou art malecontent? I will provide 
thee. 


© Clar. In choosing for yourself, you shew'd 
your judgment: 
© Which being shallow, yon sball give me leave 
„To play the broker in mine own behalf; 
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And, to that end, I sbortly mind to leave you. 


K. "Faw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will 
be king, 
„And not be ty'd unto his brothei's will, 
0. Eliz. My lords, before it pleas'd his ma- 
1 jesty 
„To raise my state to title of a queen, 
Do me but right, and you must all confeſs 
bat | was not ignoble of descent, 
And meaner than myself have bad like fortune, 
*But as this title honours me and mine, 
* So your dislikes, to whom I would be plensing, 
* Do cloud my joys with danger and with sor- 
TOW. | 
K. Edu. My love, forbear to fawn upon their 
frowns : 
What danger, or what sorrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy constant friend, 
And their true sovereign, whom they must 
\ obey ? | 
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee 
too, 
Unlels they seek for hatred at my hands: 
5 Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe, 


| And they sball feel the vengeance of my wrath, 
8 lo. I hear, yet say not much, but think 
* the more. . | Aide. 
— 
Enter a Messenger. 
f 


K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters, or 
« == what news, 
= From France? 


d Mes. My $overeign liege, no letters; and feyy 
i words, | 
e But such as 1, without your special pardon, 


| Dare not relate. 
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KR. Edu. Go to, we pardon thee: therefore, 
in brief, 
Tell me their words as near as thou canst gueſs 


them. 
What answer makes king Lewis unto our let- 
| ters? 
Mes. At my depart, these were his very 
words; 


Go tell false Edward, thy supposed king, — 
That Lewis of France is sending over maskers, 
To revel it with him and his new bride. 

K. Edw. Ts Lewis so brave? belike, he thinks 


me Henry. 
«But what said lady Bona to my marriage? 


Mes. These were her words, utter'd with mild 
disdain : 
Tell him, in hope he'll prove a widower shortly, 
Til wear the willow garland for his sake. 


XK. Edw. I blame not her, she could say 
little lets; 
«She had the wrong. But what said Henry's 
queen ? 
For IT have heard, that she was there in place. 


Mes. Tell him, quoth she, my mourning weeds 
| are done, | 
And I am ready to put armour on. 
K. Edu. Belike, she minds to play the 
Amazon. 
But what said Warwick to these injuries? 
Mes. He, more incens'd against your majest” 
Than all the rest, discharg'd me with these 
words; 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore T'll uncrown him, ere't be long. 


K. Edw. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out 
80 proud words? 
Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn'd: 
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They shall have wars, and pay for their pre- 


sumption. 
But say, is Warwick friend with Margaret ? 
© Mes. Av, gracious sovereign; they are 80 
link'd in friendship, 
That young prince Edward marries Warwick's 
daughter. 
Clar. Belike, the elder; Clarence will bave 
the younger. 


„Now, brother king, farewel, and sit you fast, 
„For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter; 


*' That, though I want a kingdom, yet in mar- 
riage 
*T may not prove inferior to yourself, — 
You, that love me and Warwick, follow me. 
[Exit CLanexce, and SomersET follows, 


* Glo. Not I: 


My thoughts aim at a further matter; I 
»Stay not for the love of Edward, but the 


crown. { Aside, 
K. Edw, Clarence and Somerset both gone to 
Warwick ! 


Jet am I arm'd * the worst can happen; 


Tembroke, and Stafford, you in our behalf 
«Go levy men, and make prepare for war; 

© They are already, or quickly will be landed: 
Myself in person will straight follow you. 
[Exeunt Prurnoxr and STAFFORD, 


But, ere T go, Hastings, — and Montague, — 

Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest, 

Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by al- 
liance: | : 

„Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me? 

If it be so, then both depart to him; 

I rather wish you foes, than hollow friends: 


„But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 


ful in this desperate case. —— 
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„Give me assurance with some friendly you, 
That I may never have you in suspect. 
Mon. So God help Montague, as he proves 
true! 


Hast. And Hastings, as be favours Edward's 
cause! 


K. Edw. Now, brotber Richard, will you 
stand by us? 


Glo. Ay, in despight of all that shall with. 


stand you. 

K. Edw. Why so; then am TI sure of victory, 
Now therefore let us hence; and lose no hour, 
«Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. 

[ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


A Plain in Warwickshire. 


Enter WARrwick and OxroRnD, with French and 
other forces. 


War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes 
well; 


The common people by numbers swarm to us. 


Enter CLAREN CR, and SOMERSET. 


But, see, where Somerset and Clarence come; — 
Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends? 
Clar. Fear not tbat, my lord. 
War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto 
Warwick; 
And welcome, Somerset: I hold it cowardice, 
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in sigu of love; 


Else 
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” Else might T think, that Clarence, Edward's 


| brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings: 
But welcome, sweet Clarence; my daughter shall 
75 be thine. 
And now what rests, but, in night's coverture, 
Thy brother being carelesly encamp'd, 
His soldiers luiking in the towns about, 
And but attended by a simple guard, 
We may 8urprize and take him at our pleasure? 
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy : 
That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 
With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus' 


; tents, 
*And brought from thence the Thracian fatal 
steeds ; 
*So we, well coverd with the night's black 
mantle, 


* At unawares may beat down Edward's guard, 
-* And seize himself; I 8ay not — Slaughter bim, 
For I intend but only to surprize him. -— 
Tou, that will follow me to this attempt, 
- * Applaud the name of Henry, with your leader. 
4 | [ They all cry, Henry! 
"i . 
= Why, then, let's on our way in silent sort: 
For Warwick and his friends, God and saint 


9 George! LExeunt. 


1 SCENE III. 
| Edward's Camp, near Warwick, 


Enter certain Watchmen, to guard the king's tent, 


1. Watch. Come on, my masters, each man 
| take his stand; 
Vol. V. O 


* 


— 


_— 
— ͤ—ͤ—ↄ— 


2 - Sh ” — — — —— 2 — 
2 — 5 — — 
— — 2 — - — 
— — <4 _— _— £5 
N — 2 3 - — — 
—— — — — — — — - 


36 | KING HENRY VI. 


*The king, by this, is set him down to sleep. 
* 2. Watch. What, will he not to bed ? 
* 1. Watch, Why, no: for he hath made a 
solemn vow 
Never to lie and tak his natural rest, 
* Till Warwick, or himself, be quite supprest. 
2. Watch. To-morrow then, belike, shall be 
the day, 
If Warwick be so near as men report. 
3. Watch. But say, | pray, what nobleman 
is that, 
* That with the king here resteth in his tent? 


1. Watch. "Vis the lord Hastings, the king's | 


chiefest friend. 
*3. Watch. O, is it so? But why command; 
the king, 
* That his chief tol'owers lodge in towns about 
him, | 
* While he himself keeps in the cold field? 
*o. Watch. "Tis the more honour, berause more 
dangerous. 
*3. Watch. Ay; but give me worship, and 
uiernel3, 
*T like it better than a dangerous honour. 
„If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 
*"Tis to be doubted, he would Waken him. 


1. Watch. Unleſs our halberds did shut up his 


Passage. 


2. Watch. Ay; wherefore else guard we his | 


royal tent, 
But to defend his person from night-foes ? 


Enter Warwick, CLanence, OxroR D, Somenser, 
and forces. 


War. This is his tent; and see, where stand 
his guard. 
Courage, my masters: honour now, or never! 
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7 And come now to create you duke of York. 
Alas! how e should you govern any kingdom, 


That know not how to use ambassadors ; 
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But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. 
1. I atch. \Y ho goes there? 
1 2. Vtech. Stay, or thou diest, 


5 Warwick, and the rest, cry all = Warwick! 


Warwick! and set upon the guard; who 
fly, crying — Arm! Arm! Warwick, and 
the rest, following them. 


The drum beating, and trumpets sounding, Re-enter 
VV anwick, and the rest, bringing the king out 
in a gown, Sitting in & chair: GLosTEn and 


Hasr:xGS fly. 


om. What are they that fly there? 
ar. Richard, and Hastings: let them go, 
here's the duke. 
K. Edu. The duke! why, Warwick, when, 
we parted last, 
- Thou ca!V'dst me king? 


= Var. Ay, but the case is alter'd: 


When you disgrac'd me in my ambassade, 
Then I degraded you from being king, 


Nor how to be contented with one wiſe; 

Nor how to use your brothers brotherly; 

* Nor how to study for the people's welfare; 

Nor how to shrowd yourself from enemies? 

K. Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou 

here too ? 

*Nay, then I 8ee, that Edward needs must 
down. — 

Vet, Warwick, in despight of all mischance, 

*Of thee thyself, and all thy complices, 

{Edward will always bear himself as king: 

Though fortune's malice overthrow my state, 

*My mind exceeds the compals of ber wheel. 


8 
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War. Then, for his mind, be Edward Eng- 
| land's king: | Takes off his croun, 
But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 
* And be true king indeed; thou but the sha. 
dow. — 
«My lord of Somerset, at my request, 
See that forthwith duke Edward be convey'd 
© Unto my brother, archbishop of York. 
«When I have fought with Pembroke and his fel. 
lows, | 
<7] follow you, and tell what answer 
Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him; — 
Now, for a while, farewel, good duke of York, 
K. Edw, What fates impose, that men must 
needs abide; 
*Tt boots not to resist both wind and tide. 
[Exit king Edward, led out; Somerset uith him, 
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* Oxf. What now remains, my lords, for u- 
to do, 
*But march to London with our soldiers? 


War. Ay, that's the first thing that we have 
to do; 


To free king Henry from imprisonment, 
And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt, 


S8 CEN NE IV; 
London. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Queen ELIZABETH and RIVERS. 


© Riv. Madam, what makes you in this sudden 
change ? 


. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to 


earn, 


„What late misfortune is befall'n king Edward? 
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Riv. What, lols of some pitch'd battle against 
Warwick? 

. Eliz. No, but the loſs of his own royal 

OY person. 

© Riv. Then is my sovereign slain? 

0. Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken 

f prisoner; 

(Either betray'd by falshood of his guard, 

Or by his foe surpriz'd at unawares : 

And, as I further have to understand, 

> «Is now committed to the bishop of York, 

= «Fell Warwick's brother, and by that our foe. 

E <©Riv. These news, I must confeſs, are full of 

rief: 

Let, gracious madam, bear it as you may; 

| «Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day. 
0. Eliz. yo then, fair hope must hinder life's 

ecay. 

And JI the 5 me from despair, 

For love of Edward's offspring in my womb : 

This is it that makes me bridle passion, 

*And bear with mildneſs my misfortune's croſs ; 

* Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 

And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 

*Lest with my sigbs or tears I blast or drown 

King Edward's fruit, true heir to the English 


crown. 

* Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then 
become? 

. Eliz. Jam informed, that he comes towards 
London, | 


To set the crown once more on Henry's head: 

*Gueſs thou the rest; king Edward's friends 
must down. 

*But, to prevent the tyrant's violence, 

(For trust not bim that hath once broken faith,) 

{I bence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 

To save at least the heir of Edward's right; 
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There shall IT rest secure from force, and fraud. 

Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly; 

„If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. 
[Exeunt, 


. 


A Park near Middleham Castle in Yorkshire, 


Enter GLosTER, HAsrixos, Sir William SrAxTLET, 


and Others. 


© Glo, Now, my lord Hastings, and sir William 

Stanley, 

Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 

Into this chiefest thicket of the park, 

«Thus stands the case: You know, our king, my 
brother, 

Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 

© He hath good usage and great liberty; 

And often, but attended with weak guard, 

„Comes hunting this way to disport himself. 

J have advertis'd bim by secret means, 

That if, about this hour, he make this way, 

«Under the colour of his usual game, 

„He shall here find his friends, with horse and 
men, | 

Jo set him free from bis captivity. 


Enter King EpwaAnp, and a Huntsman. 


Hunt. This way, my lord; for this way lies 
the game. 
K. Edw. Nay, this way, man; see, where the 
huntsmen stand. — 
© Now, brother of Gloster, lord lHastings , and 
the rest, \ 
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«Stand you thus close to steal the bishop's deer? 
©Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth 
haste; 
Vour horse stands ready at the park-corner, 
K Edw. But whither shall we then? 
© Hlast, To Lynn, my lord; and ship from 
thence to Flanders. 
Clo. Well guels'd, believe me; for that was 
my meaning. 
K. Ed. Stanley, I will requite thy forward- 
nels, 
* Glo. But wherefore stay we? 'tis no time to 
ta! k. 
K. Edu. Huntsman, what say'st thou? wilt 
thou go along? 
© TTunt, Better do so, than tarry and be bang'd. 
Glo. Come then, away; let's have no more 
ado. 
K. Ed. Bishop, farewel: shield thee from 
Warwick's frown ; : | 
And pray that I may repossels the crown. 
| [Excunt. 


SCENE VI. 


A Room in the Tower. 


Enter King Irxey, CrLARENCE, VVARWICK, SOMERSET, 
young KicuxonD, Oxronnr, MonTtAGUE, Lieutenant 
of the Tower, and Attendants. 


R. Hen, Master licutenant, now that God and 
friends 
' Have shaken Edward from the regal seat; 
And turn'd my captive state to liberty, 
My fear to hope, my 8orrows unto joys; 
* At our enlargement what are thy due fees? 
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* 


Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their 
sovereigns; 
* But, if an humble prayer may prevail, 
J then crave pardon of your majesty. 


* K. Hen. For what, lieutenant? for well using 
me? | 


® Nay, be thou sure, I'll well requite thy Kkind- 


nels, 
*For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure: 
* Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 
* Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 
* At last, by notes of houshold harmony, 
* They quite forget their loſs of liberty. — | 
*But, Warwick, after God, thou set'st me free, 
* And chiefly therefore I thank God, and thee; 
* Ile was the author, thou the instrument. 
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune's spight, 
*By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me; 
* And that the people of this blessed land 
* May not be punish'd with my thwarting stars; 
Warwick, although my head s$till wear the 
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crown, BÞ 
J here resign my government to thee, 5 
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 3 


War. Your grace hath still been fam'd for 


virtuous ; 
* And now may seem as wise as virtuous, 
By spying, and avoiding, fortune's malice, 
For few men rightly temper with the stars: 
*Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace, 
* For choosing me, when Clarence is in place. 
* Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the 
Sway, 
*To whom the heavens, in thy nativit 
* Adjudg'd an olive branch, and laurel cr 
As likely to be blest in peace, and war; 
* And therefore I yield thee my free consent. 
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War. And I choose Clarence only for pro- 
tector, 
K. Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me 
both your hands; 
* Now join your hands, and, with your hands, 
your hearts, 
* That no dissention hinder government: 
J make you both protectors of this land 
«While I myself will lead a private life, 
And in devotion spend my latter days, 
To sin's rebuke, and my Creator's praise. 
War. What answers Clarence to his sove- 
reign's will? 
* Clar. That he consents, if Warwick yield 
consent; 
* For on thy fortune I repose myself. 
War. Why then, though loath, yet must I be 
content: 
We'll yoke together, like a double shadow 
*To Henry's balls. and supply his place; 
*I mean, in bearing weight of government, 
While he enjoys the honour, and his ease. 
* And, LC now then it is more than need- 
ful, 
* Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor, 
* And all his lands and goods be conſiscate. 
Clar. What else? and that succession be de- 


termin'd. 

* Var. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want 
his part. 

K. Hen, But, with the first of all your chief 
affairs, 


*Let me entreat, (for I command no more,) 

That Margaret 1 queen, and my son Ed- 
ward, 

* Be sent for, to return from France with speed: 

*For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 

*My joy of liberty is half eclips'd, 


o 
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*Clar., Tt sball be done, my sovereign, with 
all speed. 
K. Hen, My lord of Somerset, what youth is 
tliat, 
Of whom you seem to have so tender care? 
om. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of 
Richmond. 
K. Hen. Come hither, England's hope: If 
secret powers 
[Lays his hand on his head, 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts, 
t This pretty lad will prove our country's bliſs. 
„hs looks ase full of peaceful majesty ; 
lis head by nature fiam'd to wear a crown, 
eis hana toy wield a scepter; an himself 
cT,ikety, in time, to bleſs a regal throne. 
Make much of him, my lords; for this is he, 
Must help you more than you are hurt by we, 


Enter a Messenger. 


* Jar. What news, my friend? 
* Mes. That F.dward is escaped from your 
brother, 
* And fl-d, as be hears since, to Burgundy, 
ar. Un-avoury news: But how made he 
escape? 
* Mes. He was convey'd by Richard duke of 
Gloster, 
* And the lord Hastings, who attended him 
* In secret ambusb on the forest side, 
* Ind from the b shop's huntsmen rescued him; 
*For hunting was his daily exercise. 
ar. My brother was too careleſs of his 
charge, — 
But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
* A salve for any gore that may betide. 


[Eceurnt K. HEN. Wan. CLA. Lieu. and Att. 
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* Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of 
Edward's ; 
For, doubtleſs, Burgundy will yield him help; 
And we shall have more wars, before't be long. 
* As Henry's late presaging prophecy 
*Did glad mv heart, with hope of this young 
Richmond ; 
* So doth my heart misgive me, in these conſlicts 
* What may befall him, to his harm, and ours: 
* Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
*Forthwith we'll send him hence to Britany, 
Till storms be past of civil enmity. 
*Ozxf. Ay; for, if Edward re-possels the crown, 
*'"Tis like, that Richmond with the rest shall 
down, 
* Som. It shall be so; he shall to Britany. 
Come therefore, let's about it speedily. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. 


Before York. 


Enter King ErwanD, GrosTteRr, HASTIRN OS, 
and forces. 


K. Edu. Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings, 
and the rest; 
Met thus far fortune maketh us amends, 
And says — that once more I shall interchange 
© My waned estate for Henry's regal crown. 
© Well have we pals'd, and now repaſs'd the seas, 
And brought desired belp from Burgundy: 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From e haven before the gates of 
ork, 


But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 
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© Glo. The gates made fast! — Brother, I like 


not this; 
*For many men, that stumble at the threshold, 
* Are well foretold — that danger lurks within. 
K. Edu. Tush, man! abodements must not 
now affright us; | 
*By fair or foul means we must enter in, 
+ For hither will our friends repair to us. 
* Hast, My liege, I'll knock once more, to sum- 
mon them. 


Enter, on the walls, the Mayor of York, and his 


Brethren, 


May. My lords, we were fore-warned of your 
coming, 
© And shut the gates for safety of ourselves; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 
K. Edu. But, master mayor, if Henry be your 
king. 
<Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. 
t May. True, my good lord; I know you for 
no lels. 
K. Edu. Why, and J challenge nothing but 
my dukedom ; 
* As being well content with that alone. 
*Glo, But, when the fox hath once got in his 
nose, 
He'll soon find means to make the body follow. 


[Aside. 
Hast. Why, master mayor, why ſ stand you in 

a doubt? 

Open the gates, we are king Henry's friends. 
May. Ay, say you so? the gates shall then be 
open'd. [Exeunt, from above. 
Glo. A wise stout captain, and soon persuaded! 
Hast. The good old man would fain that all 
were well, 
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So 'twere not long of him: but, being enter'd, 
„ doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 
* Both him, and all his brothers, unto reason. 


Re-enter the Mayor and two Aldermen, below. 


KR. Edw. So, master mayor: these gates must 
not be shut, 
But in the night, or in the time of war. 
What! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys; 
| takes his keys. 
For Edward will defend the town, and thee, 
© And all those friends that deign to follow me. 


Drum. Enter MoxTGomnary, and forces, 
marching. 


Glo. Brother, this is sir John Montgomery, 
Our trusty friend, unleſs I be deceiy'd. 
K. Edu. Welcome, sir John! But why came 
you in arms? 
Mont. To help king Edward in his time of 
storm, 
As every loyal subject ought to do. 
*Fdw. Thanks, good Montgomery: But we 
now forget 
Our title to the crown; and only claim 
Our dukedom, till God please to send the rest. 
Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence 
again; 
J came to serve a king, and not a duke. — 
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. 
[4 march begun. 
K. Edw. Nay, stay, sir John, a while; and 
we'll debate, 
By what safe means the crown may be recover'd. 
Mont. What talk you of debating ? in few 
words, 
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<Tf you'll not here proclaim yourself our king, 
In leave you to your fortune; and be gone, 
To keep them back that come to succour you: 
Why should we fight, if you pretend no title? 
© Glo, Why, brother, wherefore stand you on 
nice points ? 
K. Edu. When we grow stronger, then we'l| 
make our claim: 
Till then, 'tis Wisdom to conceal our meaning. 
Hast. Away with scrupulous wit! now arms 
must rule. 
Glo. And fearleſs minds climb soonest unto 
crowns, 
* Brother, we will proclaim you ont of hand; 
* The bruit thereof will bring you many friends, 
K. Edw. Then be it as you will; for 'tis my 
right, 
* And Henry but vsurps the diadem, 
Mont, Ay, now my $overeign speaketh like 
himself ; 
And now will 1 be Edward's champion. 
Hast. Sound, trumpet; Edward shall be here 
proclaim'd: — 
* Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation, 
gives him a paper. Flour, 
Sold. [reads.] Edward the fourth, by the grace 
of God, king of England and France, and lord of 
Ireland, etc. 
Mont. And whosoe'er gainsays king Edward's 
right, 
By this I e him to single fight, | 
[throws down his gauntlet. 
All. Long live Edward the fourth! 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; — and 
thanks unto you all, 
If fortune serve me, T'll requite this kindnels. 
* Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York: 
*And, when the morning sun shall raise his car 
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Above the border of this horizon, 

«\Ve'll forward towards Warwick, and his mates; 

«For, well I wot, that Henry is no soldier. — 

Ah, froward Clatence! — how evil it beseems 
thee, 

* To flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother! 

*Yet, as we may, we'll meet both thee aud War- 
wick. — 

* Come on, brave soldiers; doubt not of the day; 

*And, that once gotten, doubt not of lage pay. 

[ Excunt, 


Ss CE NEVILLE 


London. A Room in the Palace, 


Enter King Texny, Warwick, CLARFNCE, MonTAGUE, 
ExETtER, and OxrorD. 


I ar, What counsel, lords? Edward from 
Bel ia, 
With hazty Germans, and blant Hollanders, 
Hath pass'd in safety through the narrow seas, 
And with his troops doth march amain to 
London; 
And many giddy people flock to him. 
* Oxf. Let's levy men, and beat him back 


again, 
Clar. A Uri e fire is quickly trodden out; 
Which, being suffer'd, rivers cannot quench, 
War. In Warwickshire I have true- hearted 
friends, | 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war; 
Those will 1 muster up: — and thou, son Cla- 
rence, | 
Shalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
»The knights and gentlemen to come with thee: — 
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Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingbam, 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, sbalt find 
Men well inclin'd to hear what thou com- 
mand'st ; — 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well beloy'd 
In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends. — 
My 5overeign, with the loving citizens, — 
* Like to his island, girt in with the ocean, 
Or modest Dian, circled with her nymphs, — 
Shall rest in London, till we come to him. — 
Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply, — 
Farewel, my sovereign. 
K. Hen. Farewel, my Hector, and my Troy's 
true hope. | 
* Clar. In sign of truth, I kiſs your highneſs' 
hand. 
K. Hen, Well-minded Clarence, be thou for- 
tunate ! ' 
* Mont. Comfort, my lord; — and so I take 
my leave. 
* Oxf. And thus [kissing Henry's hand.] I seal 
my truth, and bid adieu. 
*K. Hen, Sweet Oxford, and my loving Mon- 
| tague, 
* And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 
Var. Farewel, sweet lords; let's meet at Co- 
ventry. 


[Eæxeunt Wan. CLAn. Oxr. and Monit. 


* K. Hen. Here at the palace will I rest a 
| while. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ? 
* Methinks, the power, that Edward bath in field, 
* Should not be able to encounter mine. 
* Exe. The doubt is, that he will seduce the 
rest. | 
K. Hen. That's not my fear, my meed bath 
ot me fame. 


*I have not Stopp'd mine ears to their - 
or 
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Nor posted off their suits with slow delays; 

* My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 

*My mildneſs hath allay'd their swelling griefs, 

»My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears: 

I have not been desirous of their wealth, 

Nor much oppreſs'd them with great subsidies, 

*Nor forward of revenge, though they much 
err'd; 

*'Then why sbould they love Edward more than 
me? 

* No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace: 

* And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 

* The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout within, A Lancaster! A Lancaster! 


Exe. Hark, bark, my lord! what shouts are 
these ? a 


Enter King Eowanp, Gr.osTER, and Soldiers. 


K. Edu. Seize on the shame-fac'd Henry, bear 
hun hence, 
© And once again proclaim us king of England, — 
*You are the fount, that makes small brooks to 
flow ; 


Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck them 


TY: 
„And swell s0 much the higher by their ebb, — 
„Hence with him to the Tower; let him not 
speak. 


[Exeunt some with king Hzxar. 
© And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our 
course, 


Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 
The sun shines hot, and, if we use delay, 


Cold biting winter mars our hop'd- for hay. 
* Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join, 
Vol. V. P 
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* And take the great-grown traitor unawares: 
*Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry, 
[Exeunt, 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


Coventry. 


Enter, upon the walls, Warwick, the Mayor of Co- 
ventry, two Messengers, and Others, 


Var. Where is the post, that came from ya- 
liant Oxford ? 
How far hence 1s thy lord, mine honest fellow ? 
41. Mes. By this at Dunsmore, marching bither- 
| ward. 
War. Tlow far off is our brother Montague? — 
Where is the post that came from Montague? 
©2, Mes. By this at Daintry, with a puissant 
troop. | 


Enter Fir John Somenrvirre. 


© War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving 
son? 
And, by thy gueſs, how nigh is Clarence now? 
Som. At Southam I did leave him with his 
forces, 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. 


[Drum heard. 
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his 


drum, 
Som. Tt is not his, my lord; here Southam 
lies; 
*The drum your honour hears, marcheth from 
Warwick. 
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yar. Who should that be? belike, unlook'd- 


for friends. | 


* Som. They are at hand, aud you shall quickly 
kuow. 


Drums. Enter King Evwarr, Grosrten, and 
forces, marching. 


* K. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound 


a parle. 

© Glo. See, how the surly Warwick mans the 
wall, 

Var. O, unbid spight! is sportful Edward 
come? 


Where slept our scouts, or how are they seduc'd, 
That we could hear no news of his repair? 
K. Edu. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the 
city gates, 


„Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy 


knee? — | 
„Call Edward — king, and at his hands beg 
mercy, 


© And be shall pardon thee these outrages. 
Var. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces 
hence, 
Confeſs who set thee up and pluck'd thee 
down? — 
Call Warwick — patron, and be penitent, 
And thou s$sbalt still remain the duke of York, 
Glo. I thought, at least he would have said — 
the king; 
Or did he make the jest against his will? 
ar. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift? 
* Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give; 
TI do thee service for so good a gift. 
Jar. "Twas I, that gave the kingdom to thy 
brother. | 
R. Edu. Why, then 'tis mine, if but by War- 
wick's gift. 
7 2 


_ S «--*% . 
2 —— —— 
3 
e - 
— — 


< . * 
8 
cc - w_ — P 
_ 4 * 
— 
Li 
— — 
- — — 


ma 2 
—&F > - TR 


as, — — = A 
-v \ — ——— — 


——⏑6Zs —U — — 
_— —  — — 
-- _ 


104 KING HENRY VI. , 


ar. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight: 
And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift again; 
And Henry is my king, Warwick bis subject. 
K. Edu. But Warwick's king is Idwatd's 
| risoner: 
* And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this, —- 
What is the body, when the head is off? 
* Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore- 
cast, 
But, whiles be thought to steal the single ten, 
© The king was slily finger'd from the deck! 
You left poor Henry at the bishop's palace, 
And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower. 
K. Edw. 2 5 even so; yet you are Warw ic! 
still. 
* Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, knecl 
down, kneel down. 
* Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools. 
* Var. I had rather chop this hand off at a 
blow, ; 
* And with the other ſling it at thy face, 
»Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 
* K. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and 
tide thy friend; 
* This band 1 fast wound about thy coal- black 
air, | 
* Shall, whiles thy head is warm, and new cut 
off, 
* Write in the dust this sentence with thy 
blood, — | 
© TV ind- changing Warwick now can change no 
more, 


Enter Oxronp, with drum and colours. 


Var. O cheerful colours! see, where Oxford 
comes! 


Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster! 


[OxF. and his forces enter the city. 


KING HENRY VI. 105 


© Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K. Edu. So other foes may set upon our 
backs. 

*Stand we in good array; for they, no doubt, 

* Will issue out again, and bid us battle: 

If not, the city being but of small defence, 

©\Ve'll quickly rouze the traitors in the same. 
Var. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy 


help. | 
Enter MoxTacvur, with drum and colours, 


Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster! 
[He and his forces enter the city, 


Glo. Thou and thy brother both shall buy 
this treason 
Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 
* K. Edw. The harder match'd, the preater 
victory ; 


My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest, 
Enter SomenseET, with drum and colours. 


Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster! 
5 [He and his forces enter the city. 


Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset, 
Have 801d their lives unto the house of York; 
And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 


Enter CLrarnexce, with drum and colours. 


War. And lo, where George of Clarence 
sweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle; 
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails, 
* More than the nature of a brother's love: 
* Come, Cys come; thou wilt, if Warwick 
calls. 
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Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this 
means ? 


[taking his red rose out of his hat, 


Look here, I throw my infamy at thee: 
F will not ruinste my father's house, 
Who gave his blood to lime the stones together, 
Aud set up Lancaster. Why, trow'st thou, 
Warwick, 
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother, and his lawful king? 
* Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy mo 
To keep that oath, were more impiety 
Than Jephtba's, when he sacrific'd his daughter. 
Jam so sorry for my treſspals made, 
Phat, to deserve well at my brother's bands, 
* I here proclaim myself thy mortal ſoe; 
With resolution, wheresoe'er I meet thee, 
*( As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad,) 
*To plague thee for thy foul mis-leading me. 
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks, — 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends; 
„And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 
„For I will henceforth be no more unconstant. 
(K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times 
more beloy'd, 
Than if thou never hadst desery'd our bate. 
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence; this is brother- 
like. 
Var. O passing traitor, perjur'd and unjust! 
K. Edu, What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the 
town, and ſight? 
Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears? 
ar. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence: 


I will away towards Barnet presently, 
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'st. 
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R. Edw, Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and 
leads the way: — 
Lords, to the field; saint George, and victory! 
[March. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


A field of battle near Barnet. 


Alarums, and Excursions. Enter King EDW ARD, 
bringing in W ARWICK wounded, 


K. Edw. So, lie thou there: die thou, and die 
our fear; 
*For Warwick was a bug, that fear'd us all. — 
* Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee, 
* That Warwick's bones may keep thine company. 
(Exit. 
War. Ab, who is nigh? come to me, friend, 
or foe, | 
And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick 
Why ask I that? my mongled body shows, 
My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart 
s$hows, 
That I must yield my body to the earth, 
And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept; 
Whose top branch over-peer'd Jove's spreading 
tree, 
* And kept low * from winter's powerful 
wind. 
* These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's 
black veil, 2 
* Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, 
To search the secret treasons of the world: 
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The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with blood, 

Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres; 

For who liv'd king, but I could dig his grave? 

And who durst smile, when Warwick bent his 
brow? 

Lo, now my glory smear'd in dust and blood! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 

Even now forsake me; and, of all my lands, 

Is nothing left me, but my body's length! 

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and 
dust? : 

And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 


* 


Enter Oxronp and SournsET. 


* Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick! wert thou as 
we are, 
* We might recover all our loſs again! 


The queen from France bath brought a puissant | 


power; 


(Even now we heard the news: Ah, could's 
thou fly! 

Var. Why, then I would not fly. — Ah, 
Montague, 


If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand, 
* And with thy lips keep in my soul a while! 
* Thou loy'st me not; for, brother, if thou didst, 


Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood, 
*' That glews my lips, and will not let me speak. 


* Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 


„Som. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath'd | 


his last; 
And to the latest gasp, cry'd out for Warwick, 
And said — Commend me to my valiant brother. 
And more he would have said; and more he 
spoke, 
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault, 
*That might not be distinguish'd ; but, at last, 
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tog 
©] well might hear deliver'd with a groan, — 
©O, farewel, Warwick! | 
War. Sweet rest his soul! — fly, lords, and 
save yourselves ; 
For Warwick bids you all farewel, to meet in 


heaven. [ Dies. 
Orf. Away, away, to meet the queen's great 
power! 


[Exeunt, bearing off Warwick's body, 


|S SCENE III. 
Þ Another part of the feeld. 


> PFlourich, Enter King EDwanD in triumph; with CLA- 
RENCE, GLosrERn, and the rest. 


K. Edu. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward 
course, 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. 
But, in the midst of this bright-shining day, 
„ I spy a black, suspicious, threat'ning cloud, 
That will encounter with our glorious sun, 
+Ere he attain his easeful western bed: 


3 J mean, my lords, — those powers, that the 
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, | Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our coast, \ 
. | RX * And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. * 
4 *Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that 1 

d cloud, | Þ 


* * 


* And blow it to the source from whence it came: 
*Thy very beams will dry those yapours up; 


b. | * For every cloud engenders not a storm. s 3 
1 Glo. The queen is valu'd thirty thousand Il 
vp strong, 


And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her; 
If she have time to breathe, be well assur'd, 
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Her faction will be full as strong as ours, 
K. Edo. We are adyertisd by our loving 
friends, 
That they _ hold their course toward Teywks. 
ury ; 
We, having now the best at Barnet field, 
Will thither straight, For willingnels rids way; 
© And, as we march, our strength will be aug. 
inented | 
In every county as we go along. — 
Strike up the drum; cry — Courage! and away, 
L[Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Plains near Tewksbury. 


March Enter Cueen MAncARET, Prince EDWARD, 
SoMensetEr, OxronD, and Soldiers. 


* 0. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne'er sit and 

wail their loſs, 

* Bat cheerly seck how to redreſs their harms. 

MW hat ans, = the mast be now blown over 

oard, : 

© The cable broke, the holding anchor lost, 

„And half our sailors swallow'd in the flood? 

«Yet lives our pilot still: Is't meet, that be 

© Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 

with tearful eyes add water to the sea, 

* And give more strength to that which hath too 

| much; 

* Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the 
rock, 

* Which industry and courage might have sav'd? 

* Ah, what a shame! ah, what a fault were this! 


© Say, Warwick was our anchor; What of that? 
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And Montague our top-mast; What of him? 

Our slaughter'd friends the tackles; What of 
these ? | 

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor? 

© And Somerset another goodly mast? 

©The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings ? 

„And, though unskilful, why not Ned and L 

For once allow'd the skilful pilot's charge? 

We will not from the helm, to sit and weep; 

*But keep our course, though the rough wind 
say — no, 

4 From shelves and rocks that threaten us with 
wreck. 

* As good to chide the waves, as speak them fair, 

„And what is Edward, but a ruthleſs sea? 

* What Clarence, but a quick-sand of deceit ? 

* And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock? 

* All these the enemies to our poor bark, 

* Say, you can swim; alas, 'tis but a while: 

*Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly 
sink: 

*Restride the rock; the tide will wash you off, 

* Or else you famish, that's a threefold death. 

This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

* In case some one of you would {ly from us, 

*'That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the 
brothers, | 

*NMore than with ruthleſs waves, with sands, 
and rocks, 4. 

* Why, courage, then! what cannot be avoided, 

* Twere childish weaknels to lament, or fear. 

* Prince, Methinks, a woman of this valiant 

spirit | 

*Should, if a coward heard her speak these 
words, 

*Infuse his breast with magnanimity, 

* And make him, naked, foil a man at arms, 

speak not this, as doubting any here: 
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For, did I but suspect a fearful man, 

© He should have leave to go away betimes; 
Lest, in our need, he might infect another, 
© And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such be here, as God forbid! 

Jet him depart, before we need his help. 


© Oxf. Women and children of so high a 


courage! 

And warriors faint! why, twere perpetual 
shame. — 

Oh, brave young prince! thy famous prand- 
father 


Doth live again in thee; Long may'st thou lire, 
To bear his image, and renew his glories! 


© Som. And he, that will not fight for such a 
hope, 
G0 home to bed, and, like the owl by day, 
«If he arise, be mock'd and wonder'd at. 


. Mar, Thanks, gentle Somerset; — sweet 
Oxford, thanks. 


Prince. And take his thanks, that yet bath 
nothing else. | | 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at 
hand, 
Ready to fight; therefore be resolute. 


© Oxf. L thought no leſs: it is his policy, 
*To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 
Som. But he's deceiv'd, we are in readineſs. 


O. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your 
| forwardneſs. 


Oaf. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not 
budge. 


CL EET 
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March. Enter, at a distance, King EDwWanp, 
Crangxcre, GLosrTrR, and forces. 


k. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the 
thorny wood, 
Which, by the heayens' assistance, and your 
strength, 
Must by the 10ots be hewn up yet ere night. 
* I need not add more fuel to your fire, 
For, well I wot, ye blaze to burn them out: 
*Give signal to the ſight, and to it, lords. 
C. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what 
I should say, 
©My tears gainsay; for every word I speak, 
Me see, I drink the water of my eyes. 
© Therefore, no more but this: — Henry, your 
sovereigu, 
Is prisoner to the foe; his state usurp'd, 
His realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain, 
«His statutes cancell'd, and his treasure spent; 
* And yonder is the wolf, that makes this spoil. 
Jou fight in justice: then, in God's name, lords, 
* Be valiant, and give sigaal to the fight. 
[ Exeunt both Armies. 


SCENE V. 


Another part of the same, 


Alarums; Excursions; and afterwards a Retreat. Then 
enter King EDdwaRD, CLARENCE, GLOSTER, and 


forces ; with Queen MAROARET/ Oxronp, and 
- SOMERSET, prisoners. 


*K. Edw. Now, here a period of tumultuous 
broils. 


Away with Oxford to Hammes' castle straight: 
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For Somerset, off with his guilty head. 
Go, bear them hence; I will not hear them 


speak. 5 

Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with 
werds. 

Som. Nor J, but stoop with patience to my 
fortune. 


 [Exeunt Oxronr and SournSET, guarded, 


O. Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous 
world, 
*To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 
K. Edw. Is proclamation made, — that, who 
finds Edward, 
* Shall have a high reward, and he his life? 
Glo. It is; and, lo, where youthful Edward 
comes. 


Enter Soldiers, with Prince EDw arp. 


K. Ed. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear 
him speak: 
What! can so young a thorn begin to prick? — 
Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make, 
For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects, 
* And all the trouble thou hast turn'd me to ? 
Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious 
York! 
Suppose, that I am now my father's mouth; 
Resign thy chair, and, where I stand, kneel thou, 
Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee, 
Which, traitor, thou would'st have me answet 
to. 
O. Mar. Ah, that thy father had been 80 
resoly'd ! 
Glo. That you might still have worn the 
petticoat, | 
And ne'er have stol'n the breech from Lancaster 
Prince, Let Aesop fable in a winter's night; 
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His currish riddles sort not with this place. 
Glo. By heaven, brat, III plague you for thai 


word, 

0. Mar, Ay, thou wast born to be a plague 
to men, 

Glo. For God's sake, take away this captive 
scold. 


Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook- 
back rather. 

K. Edu. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm 
your tongue. 

Clar, Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert. 


Prince. I know my duty, you are all unduti- 
ful : 


Lascivious Edward, — and thou perjur'd 
George, — 
And thou mishapen Dick, — I tell ye all, 
Jam your better, traitors as ye are: — 
* And thou usurp'st my father's right and mine. 
K. Edw. Take that, the likeneſs of this railer 


here. [ Stabs him, 
* Glo. SprawlVst thou? take that, to end thy 
agony. [Glo. stabs him. 
* Clar. And there's for twitting me with per- 
Jury. [Clar. stabs him. 
O. Mar. O, kill me too! 
Glo. Marry, and shall. [Offers to kill her. 


K. Edu. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have 
done too much. 

Glo. Why should she live, to fill the world 
with words? 

K. Edw. What! doth she 8 use means 
for her recovery. 


Glo, Clarence, excuse me to the king my 


brother; 
I'll hence to London on a serious matter: 


Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 


Clar. What? what? 
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© Glo. The Tower, the Tower! [Eri 5 15 

O. Mar. O, Ned, sweet Ned! Speak to thy e) 
mother, boy ! = 

© Canst thou not speak? — O traitors! murde:- n 

ers! — = T 

They, that stabb'd Caesar, shed no blood at all, P. 


Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame, 

If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 

He was a man; this, in respect, a child; 

And men ne'er spend their fury on a child. 

What's ww than murderer, that I may name 
it . 

* No, no; my heart will burst, an if I speak: — 

* And IT will speak, tbat so my heart may burst, — 

* Butchers wh v.ilains, bloody cannibals ! 

* How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp'd 

«You have no children, butchers; if you * 

„The thought of them would have stirr'd up 
remorse : 

But, if you ever chance to have a child, 

Look in his youth to bave him so cut off, 

© As, deathsmen! you have rid this sweet young 


EY Ft 


- © uo 
r 


rince. 
K. Edu. Away with her; go, bear her hence 
perforce. N 
0. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, dispatch Ki 
me here; 
Here sbeathethy sword, III pardon thee my death: x 
What! wilt thou not? — then, Clarence, do it > 
thou. | 5 
Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much 
ease. 5 
O. Mar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, T. 
do thou do it. = Ge 
Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear, I would = * 4 
not do it? 
O. Mar, 2 but thou usest to rs wear thy- | 
self; 


Twas 
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as sin before, but now tis charity. 


> eWhat! wilt thou not? where is that devil's 
j butcher, 


# Hard-favour'd Richard ? Richard, where art thou? 


Thou art not here: Murder is thy alms-deed ; 
* Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back. 
X. Edo. Away, I say; I charge ye, bear her 


hence. | 
0. Mar. So come to you, and yours, as to this 
rince! Exit, led out forcibly. 


R. Edu. Where's Richard gone? 

Clar. To London, all in post; and, as I gueſs, 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower, 

K. Edw. He's sudden, if a thing comes in his 
J head. 

Now march we hence: discharge the common 
: $8Ort 

With pay and thanks, and let's away to London, 
And see our gentle queen how well she fares; 
By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. [Eæeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


London. A Room in the Tower. 


* King Hrnar is discovered Sitting with a book in his 
hand, Lieutenant attending. Enter GrosrER. 


Glo. Good day, my lord! What, at your book 
80 hard? 

K. Hen. Ay, my good lord: My lord, I should 

; say rather; 

© 'Tis sin to flatter, good was little better: 

Good Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 

And both = z therefore, not good 

ord. 

* Glo. Sirrah, leaye us to ourselves: we must 
confer. [Exit Lieutenant. 


q 
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K. Hen. So flies the reckleſs shepherd from 
the wolf: 
* So first the harmleſs sheep doth yield his fleece, 
* And next bis throat unto the butcher's knife. — 
VV hat scene of death hath Roscius now to act? 


Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind; 
The tbief doth fear each bush an officer. 


K. Hen. The bird, that hath been limed in a 
bush, 
«With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush; 
And J, the hapleſs male to one sweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye, 
Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, 
and kill'd. 
Glo. Why, what a peevish fool was that of 
Crete, 
That taught bis son the office of a fowl? 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'l, 


(K. Hen. I. Daedalus; my poor boy, Icarus; 
Thy father, Minos, that deny'd our course; 
© The sun, that sear'd the wings of my sweet boy, 
«Thy brother Edward; and thyself, the sea, 
Whose envious gulph did swallow up his life. 
* Ah, kill me wk thy weapon, not with words! 
My breast can better brook thy dagger's point, 
Than can my ears that tragick history. — 
* But wherefore dost thou come? is't for my life? 


Glo. Think'st thou, Jam an executioner ? 

K. Hen. A persecutor, I am aure, thou art; 
*If murdering innocents be executing, 
« Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Elo. Thy son I kill'd for his presumption. 

K. Hen, Hadst thou been kill'd, when first thou 

didst presume, 

Thou hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mine. 


„And thus I prophesy, — that many a thousand, 
*Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear; 
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«And many an old man's sigh, and many a 
| widow's, 

© And many an orphan's water-standing eye, — 

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands' 
ſate, 5 

And orphans for their parents“ timeleſs death, — 

„Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born. 

The owl sbriek'd at thy birth, an evil sign; 

The night- crow cry'd, aboding lucklels time; 

Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempests shook down 
treesz 

The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, 

And chattering pyes in dismal discords sung. 

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 

And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope; 

„To wit, — an indigest deformed lump, 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when thou wast 
born, 

To signify, — thou cam'st to bite the world: 

And, if the rest be true which I have heard, 


Thou cam'st — | 
Glo. I'll hear no more; — Die, prophet, in thy 
speech; [Stabs him. 
For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain'd. 
K. Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter after 
| this. | 
O God! forgive my sins, and pardon thee! [Dies. 
Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 
Sink in the ground? 1 thought, it would have 


mounted. 


See, how my sword weeps for the poor king's 
death! 


O, may such purple tears be always shed 
From those that wish the downfal of our 
house! — 


If any spark of life be yet remaining, 


22 
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Down, down to hell; and say — T sent theg 
thither, [Stabs htm again. 

I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear, — 

Indeed, 'tis true, that Henry told me of; 

For I have often heard my mother say, 

I came into the world with my legs forward: 

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 

© And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right? 

The midwife wonder'd; and the women cry'd, 

O, Jesus bleſs us, he is born with teeth ! 

And so TI was; which plainly signify'd — 

That I should snar], and bite, and play the dog. 

«Then, since the heavens have shap'd my body 
SO, 

Let hell make crook'd my mind, to answer it. 

J have no brother, I am like no brother: 

And this word — love, which grey - beards call 
divine, 

Be resident in men like one another, 

And not in me; Jam myself alone. 

Clarence, beware; thou keep'st me from the 
light; 

But I will sort'a pitchy day for thee: 

For Iwill buz abroad such prophecies, 

That Edward shall be fearful of his life; 

And then, to purge his fear, I'II be thy death. 

King Henry, and the prince his son, are gone: 

„Clarence, thy turn is next; and then the rest; 

Counting myself but bad, till I be best. — 

I'II throw thy body in another room, 

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. 


[Exit. 
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SCENE VII 


The game. A Room in the Palace. 


Ring EDwWAnD 1s dic overed Sitting on his throne; Oneen 
Erz Anzri with the infant Prince, CLARENSCE, 
GrosrEn, HAsrIN OGS, and Others, near him. 


K. Edw. Once more we sit in England's royal 
; throne, 

* Re-purchas'd with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foe-men, like to autumn's corn, 
Have we mow'd down, in tops of all their pride? 
Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renown'd 


. 


7 For hardy and undoubted champions: 

Two Cliffords, as the father and the son, 

þ And two Northumberlands; two braver men 

* Neer spur'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound: 

With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and 

. Montague, 

That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion, 

And made the forest tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat, 

Aud made our footstool of security. — 

Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs my boy: — 

* Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and myself, 

Have in our armours watch'd the winter's night; 

* © Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat, 

That thou miglit'st reposseſs the crown in peace; 

And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 

Glo. TN blast his harvest, if your head were 

N la y'd; 

For yet I am — look'd on in the world. 

This shoulder was ordain'd so thick, to heave; 
And heave it shall some weight, or break my 

a back: — | 

Work thou the way, — and thou shalt execute. 
 [Avide. 


& 
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K. Edu. Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovely 
ueen; 
And kiſs your princely nepbew, brothers both. 
Clar. The duty, that 1 owe unto your majesty, 
T s8eal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 
K. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy 
| brother, thanks. 
Glo. And. that I love the tree from whence 
thou sprang'st, 
«Witneſs the loving kiſs I give the fruit: — 
To say the truth, so Judas kiſs'd his master; 


* 


| [ Aside, 
*And cry'd —- all hail! when as he meant — all 
harm. Aide, 


K. Edw, Now am I seated as my soul delights, 
Having my country's peace, and brothers' loves. 
Clar. What will your grace have done with 
Margaret ? 
Reignier, her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem, 
And hither have they sent it for her ransom. 
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence 
to France. 
And now what rests, but that we spend the time 
With stately triumphs, mirthful comick shows, 
Such as befit the pleasures of the court? — 
Sound, drums and trumpets! — farewel, sour 
annoy |! 
For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy. 
ECM [Exeunt. 
6 JY 82 | 
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. THIS tragedy, though it is called the Life and 
Death of this prince, comprizes, at most, but the last 1 
eight years of his time; for it opens with George duke of 
of Clarence being clapped up in the Tower, which hap- 

ened in the beginning of the year 1477; and closes 
with the death of Richard at Bosworth field, which 
battle was fonght on the 224d of August, in the year 


1435. 


Persons Represented. 


King Edward the Fourth. 
Edward, Prince of Wales, afterwards 

King Edward V. þ Sons to the king, 
Richard, duke of York, 

George, duke of Clarence, | 
Richard, duke of Gloster, afterwards Brothers to the 
King Richard IIT. king. 

A young son of Clarence. 

Ilenry, earl of Richmond, afterwards King Henry YII, 
Cardinal Bourchier, Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Archbishop © York. Bishop of Ely. 

Duke of Buckingham. 

Due of Norfolk: Earl of Surrey, his son. 

Earl Rivers, brother to King Edward's Queen 
Marquis of Dorset, and Lord Grey, her sons. 
Earl of Oxford. 

Lord IHWastings. 

Lord Stanley. 

Lord Lovel. 

Sir Thomas Vanghan. Sir Richard Ratcliff. 

Sir William Catesby. Sir James Tyrrel. 

Sir James Blount. Sir Walter Herbert. 

Sir Robert Brakenbury, Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Christopher Urswick, a Priest. Another Priest. 
Lord Mayor of London. Sheriff of Wiltshire. 


Elizabeth, Queen of King Edward IV. 3 
Margaret, widow of King Henry VI. | 
Dutcheſs of York, mother to King Edward IV. Cl- 1 
rence, and Gloster. 
Lady Anne, widow of Edward Prince of Wales, on to 
King Henry VI.; afterwards married to the duke 
of Gloster. 
A young daughter of Clarence. 


Lords, and other Attendants; two Gentlemen, a Pur- 
Suivant, Scrivener, Citizens, Murderers, Messengers, 
Ghosts, Soldiers, ete. 


SCENE, Englaud, 


LIFE AND DEATH 


OF 


KING RICHARD III. 


I 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


London. A Street. 


Enter GrosrER. 


Glo. Now 13 the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York; 
And all the clouds, that lowr'd upon our house, 
In the deep bosom of the ocean bury'd. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious 
wreaths; 

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alarums ra Br to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
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Grim-visag'd war hath smooth'd his wrinkle 
front; 

Aud now, — instead of mounting barbed steeds, 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, — 

Ile capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a Jute. 

But J, — that am not sbap'd for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glals; 

I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's ma- 
jeaty, 

To strut before 4 wanton ambling nymph; 

J. that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 

Deform'd, unſinish'd, sent before my time 

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 

And that so lamely and unfashionable, 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them; — 

Why J, in this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pals away the time; 

Unleſs to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity : 

And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, — 

Jam determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have J laid, inductions dangerous, 

By drunken e Page libels, and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence, and the king. 

In deadly hate the one against the other: 

And, if king Edward be as true and just, 

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, 

This day should Clarence closely be mew'd 
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up; 
About a 1 which says — that G 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul! here Cla- 
rence comes. 
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Enter Cr.arenCE, guarded, and BraxexBukY, 


Brother, good day: What means this armed 
guard, 
That waits upon your grace? 

Glar, His majesty, | 
Tendering my person's saſety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower, 

Glo. Upon what cause? 


Clar. Because my name is — George. 
Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of 
yours; 


He should, for that, commit your godfathers:— 
O, belike, his majesty hath some intent, 

That you shall be new-christen'd in tbe Tower. 
But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know? 


Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for, I 
protest, 

As yet I do not; But, as I can learn, 
He hearkens after piophesies, and dreams; 
And from the croſs-row plucks the letter G, 
And says — a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be; 
And, for my name of George begins with G, 
It follows in his thought, that I am he: 
These, as I learn, and such like toys as these, 
Have mov'd his higbneſs to commit me now. 


Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by 
women ; — 
"Tis not the king, that sends you to the Tower; 
My lady Grey his wife, Clarence, 'tis sbe, 
That tempts him to this harsh extremity. 


Was it not she, and that 5 


ood man of worship, 
Anthony Woodeville, her brother there, 


That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower; 


From whence this present day he is deliverd? 
We are not safe, 


larence, we are not safe. 
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Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no may 
Secure, 
But the queen's kindred, and night- walking 
heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistreſs Shore, 
Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery? 
Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 
I'II tell you what, — I think, it is our way, 
If we will keep in fayour with the king, a 
To be her men, and wear her livery: 
The jealous o'er-worn widow, and herself, 
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentle. 
women, 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 
Brak, I beseech your graces both to pardon 
me ; 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge, 
That no man shall have private conference, 
Of what degree soever, with his brother. 
Glo. Even so? an please your worship, 
Brakenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we say: 
We speak no treason, man; — We say, the 
| king 
Is Wise, and virtuous; and his noble queen 
Well struck in years; fair, and not jealous: — 
We say, that Shore's wife hath a pretty foot, 
And cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing 
tongue; 
And that the queen's kindred are made gentle- 
folks: 
How say you, sir? can you deny all this? 
Brak, With this, my lord, myself have nought 
to do. 
Glo. Naught to do with mistreſs Shore? 1 
tell thee, fellow, 


* 
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He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 
Were best to do it secretly, alone. 
Brak. What one, my lord? 
Glo. Her husband, knave: — Would'st thou 
betray me? 
Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me; 
and, withal, 
Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 
Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and 
will obey. 
Glo. We are the queen's abjects, and must 
| obey. 
Brother, farewel: I will unto the king; 
And whatsoe'er you will employ me in, — 
Were it, to call king Edward's widow — 
sister, — 
J will perform it, to enfranchise you. 
Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 
Clar. IJ know, it pleaseth neither of us well. 


Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be 


long; 
I will deliver you, or else lie for you: 
Mean time, have patience. 
Clar. I must perforce; farewel. 
[Exzeunt CLA. BRNAER. and Guard. 


Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er 
return, 
Simple, plain Clarence! — I do love thee 80, 
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 
Tf heaven will take the present at our hands. 
But who comes here? the new =» deliver'd 
Hastings ? 


Enter HasTinGs. 


Hast, Good time of day unto my gracious 
lord! 
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Glo. As 2 unto my good lord chamber. 
ain! 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 
How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment? 
Hast, With patience, noble lord, as prisoners 
must: 
But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks, 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Cla- 
rence too; 
For they, that were your enemies, are his, 
And have prevail'd as much on him, as you. 
Hast. More pity, that the eagle should be 
mew'd, 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 
Glo. What news abroad? 
Hast. No news so bad abroad, as this at 
home; — 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 
And his physicians fear him mightily. 
Glo, Now, by saint Paul, this news is bad 
indeed, 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And over-much consum'd his royal person ; 
"Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
What, is he in his bed? 
Hast. He 1s. 
Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 
[Exit HASTINGs. 


He cannot live, I hope; and must not die, 

Till George be pack'd with post- horse up to 
heaven. 

I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well steel'd with weighty arguments; 

And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 


Clarence bath not another day to live: 


Which done, God take king Edward to his 
' METCY, | 
And 
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And leave the world for me to bustle in! 
For then III marry Warwick's youngest 

I daughter : 

What though I kill'd her husband; and her 
father? 

The readiest way to make the wench amends, 

1s — to become her husband, and her father: 


. The which will I; not all so much for love, 


As for another secret close intent, 

By marrying her, which J must reach nats, 
But yet I run before my horse to market: : 
Clarence still breathes; Edward 8till lives, and 


reigns; 
When they are gone, then must T count my 
gains. | [ Exit, 


SCENE „ 


The same. Another Street. 


Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, borne in an 
open coffin, Gentlemen bearing halberds, to guard 
it; and Lady AN RE as mourner, 


Anne. Set down, set down your honourable 
load, — 

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, — 
Whilst I a while obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. — 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king! 
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster! | 
Thou bloodleſs remnant of that royal blood! 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost, 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter'd son, 
Stabb'd by the self-same hand that made these 


wounds! HS 
Vol. V. R 
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1,9, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 

1 pour the helpleſs balm of my poor eyes: — 

O, cursed be the hand, that made these hole, 

Cursed the heart, that had the hcart to don 

Cursed the blood, that let this blood fi: 

hence! 

More direful hap betide that bated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of the: 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives! 

If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view; 

Aud that be heir to his unhappinels ! 

Tf ever he have wife, let her be made 

More miserable by the death of him, 

Tban I am made by my young lord, and 

thee! — 

Come, now, towards Chertsey with your ho]; 

| load, 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there; 

And, still as you are weary of the weight, 

Rest you, whiles J lament king Henry's, corse. 
[The Bearers take up the corpse, and advan, 


Enter Gios1tk, 


Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse, and set it 
down. 
Anne. What black magician conjures up this 

fiend, 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? 
Glo. Villains, set down the corse; or, by saint 

| Paul, 

UV]] wake a corse of him that disobeys. 
I. Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the 
cotfin pals. 
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Glo. Unmanner'd dog! stand thou when 1 
4 command : 
Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 
Or, by saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot, 
Z And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſs. 
[The bearers set down the colin. 


Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all 

Y afraid ? 

Alas, I blame you not; for you are mortal, 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. — 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell! 

= Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, 
Illis soul thou canst not have; therefore, be gone. 
| Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 
* Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and 
. trouble us not; 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, * 
PFill'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries: — 

O, gentlemen, see, see! dead Henry's wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afresh! — 
+ Blusb, blush, thou Jump of foul deformity; 
For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood 
1 dwells; 

&S Thy deed, inhuman, and unnatural, 
Provokes this deluge most unnatural. — a 
O God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his 
death! 
O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his 
death! | 
Either, heaven, with lightning strike the mur- 
derer dead, 
Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick 
As thou dost swallow up this good king's blood, 
Which his hell-govern'd arm bath butchered! 
Glo, Lady, you know no rules of charity, 
| R 2 
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Which renders good for bad, blessings fo 


CUrSCs, 
Anne. Villain, thou know'st no law cf Co! 
nor man; 
No beast 30 fierce, but knows some touch e! 
pity: 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am 1, 

beast. 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell tie 

truth! 

Glo. More wonderful, when angels are $ 

angry. — 
Vouchsafe, diviue perfection of a woman, 
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, 
By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus'd infection of a mon, 
Lor these known evils, but to give me leave, 
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, 1: 

me have 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. 
Anne. Fouler than heat can think thee, tho! 
canst make 
No excuse current, but to hang thyself. | 
Glo. By such despair, I should accuse mysch. 
Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou staui 
excus'd ; 
For doing worthy vengeance. on thyself, 
That didst unworthy = hter upon others, 

Glo. Say, that I slew them not. 

Anne. Why then, they are not dead; 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

Anne. Why, then he is alive. 

Glo. Nay, be is dead; and slain by Edward“ 


hand. 


Anne, In thy soul's throat thou ly'st; queer 


Margaret 8a v 
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Thy murderous faulchion 8moking in his blood 
The which thou once didst bend apgainst her 
S breast, : 
But that thy brotbets beat aide the point. 
* Glo. I was provoked by her slanarous 
4 tongue, 
© That laid their guilt upon my puiltle.s shoulder. 
Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody 
I mind, 
23 Which never dreamt on aught but butcheries: 
ZDidst thou not kill this king? 
& GUlo. I grant ye. 
Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-bog? then, God 
1 rant me too, | 
Thou may'st be damned for that wicked deed? 
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous, 
Cleo. The fitter for the King of heaven that 
4 bath him. 
Anne. Ile is in heaven, where thou shalt 
| never come, 
Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send 
him thither ; 
For he was litter for that place, than earth. 
Ane. And thou unſit for any place, but helL 
Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me 
name it. 
Anne. Some dungeon, 
Glo. Your bed-chamber. 
Anne, Ill rest betide the chamber where thou 
liest! 
Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you, 
Anne. I hope 80. | 
Glo. I knew $0. — But, gentle lady Anne, — 
= To Jeave this keen encounter of our wits, 
And fall somewhat into a slower method; — 
Is not the causer of the timeleſs deaths 
| Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 
As blameful as the executioner ? 
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Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most ac ®** QC 
curs'd effect. 9 4 

Glo. Your beauty was the cause of that el.! 
fect; 17 

Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep, ö ( 
To undertake the death of all the world, > 

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom MP 


Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, Þ. : Ou 

These nails sbould rend that beauty from my 
cheeks. 

Glo. These eyes could not endure that beauty, 
wreck, 

You should not blemish it, if I stood by: 9 

As all the world is cheered by the sun, 


* 


So I by that; it is my day, my life, 5 A 
Anne. Black night o'er-shade thy day, and þ 

death thy life! 8 

Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou at! 

both. 14 

Anne. T would I were, to be reveng'd on thee, ! > 

Glo, It is a quarrel most unnatural, | 1 

To be reveng'd on him that loveth thee. \ 


Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable. 


To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband. —_ 


Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy hus 

band, 
Did it to help thee to a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the 
earth. 

Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he 
could. 

Anne. Name him. 

Glo. Plantagenet. | 

Anne. Why, that was' be 

Glo. The relf-same name, but one of better 
nature. 


Anne. Where is he? 
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Out of my sight! t 
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Glo. Here: [She spits at him.] Why dost thou 


spit at me? 

Anne. Would it were mortal poison, for thy 
Sake! 

Glo. Never came poison from $0 sweet a 
place. 

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

5 dost infect mine eyes, 

Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected 

mine. 


Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike 


thee dead! 
Glo. T would they were, that I might die at 
once; 


For now they kill me with a living death. 
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn 


salt tears, 


3 Sham'd their aspects with store of childish 


drops : | 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, — 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black -fac'd Clifford shook his sword at 
him : | 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 
Told the sad story of my father's death; 
And twenty times made pause, to sob, and weep, 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedash'd with rain: in that sad time, 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear; 
And what these sorrows could not thence ex- 
hale, | 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with 
| weeping. 
I never su'd to friend, nor enemy; 
My tongue could never learn sweet soothing 
word ; 
But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, 
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My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue 
to speak. [She looks scornfully at him. 


Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 
If thy reveugeful heart cannot forgive, 
Lo! here I lend tbee this sharp-pointed sword; 
Which if thou please to hide in this true breast, 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 
IL lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 
[He lays his breast open; she offers at it 
with his Sword, 
Nay, do not pause; for I did kill king Henry; — 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now dispatch; 'twas I that stabb'd young 
| Edward ; -— 
[She again offers at his breatt. 
But "twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 
5 [She lets fall the sword. 


Take up the sword again, or take up me. 
Anne. Arise, dissembler; though I wish thy 
death, 

] will not be thy executioner. 
Glo, Then bid me kill myself, and J will do it. 
Anne. J have already. | 
Glo. That was in thy rage: 
Speak it again, and, even with the word, 
This hand, which for thy love, did kill thy love, 
Shall, for thy love. kill a far truer love; 
To both their deaths shalt thou be accessary. 
Anne. T would, I knew thy heart. 
Glo. "Tis figur'd in my tongue. 
Anne. J fear me, both are false. 
Glo. Then never man was true. N 
Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 
Glo. Say then, my peace is made. 
Anne. That shall you know hereafter. 


* 


"ay , mo * 


KING RICHARD III. 19 


Glo. But shall I live in hope? 
Anne. All men, 1 hope, live so. 
Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 
Anne. To take, is not to give. 
[She puts on the ring. 


Glo. Look, how this ring encompasseth thy 
finger, 
F.ven $0 thy breast encloseth my poor heart; 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 
And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one fayour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou * confirm his happinels for ever. 
Anne. What is it? 
Glo. That it may please you leave these sad 
designs 
To him that bath more cause to be a mourner, 
And presently repair to Crosby-place : 
Where — after I have solemuly interr'd 
At Chertsey monast'ry this noble king, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, — 
I will with all expedient duty see you: | 
For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 
Grant me this boon. 
Anne. With all my heart; and much it joys 
me too, 
To see you are become so penitent. — 
Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me. 
Glo. Bid me farewell. 
Anne, Tis more than you deserve: 
But, since you teach me how to {latter you, 
Imagine I have said farewel already. 


[ Exeunt Lady Ax xx, and two Gentlemen. 


Glo. Take up the corse, sirs. 
2. Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord? 
Glo. No, to White-Fryars; there attend my 
coming, | 
[Exeunt the rest, with the corse. 
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Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 

Was ever woman in this humour won? 

I]] have her, — but 1 will not keep her Jong, 

What! I, that kill'd her husband, and his father, 

To take ber in her heart's extremest hate; 

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witneſs of her hatred by; 

With God, her conscience, and these bars 
apainst me, 

And I no friends to back my suit withal, 

But the plain devil, and dissembling looks, 

And yet to win her, — all the wool to nothing! 

Ha! 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 

Edward, her Jt whom I, some three months 
since, 

Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury? 

A sw ester and relies gent!eman, —» 

Fram'd in the prodigality of nature, 

Young, valiant. wise, and, no doubt, right 
royal, — 

The spacious world cannot again afford: 

And will she yet abase ber eyes on me, 

That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet 

rince, 

And made her widow to a woeful bed? 

On me, Whose all not equals F.dward's moiety ? 

On me, that halt, and am mishapen thus ? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do mistake my person all this while: 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I' be at charges for a looking-plais; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors, 

To study fashions to adorn my body: 

Since I am crept in favour with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But, first, I'll turn yon' fellow in his grave; 
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And then return lamenting to my love. — 
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a plaſs, 
That I may see my shadow as I pals. [Ea it. 


$--G NE II. 


The ame. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Queen ELIZABETH, Lord Pivens, and 
| Lord GR Ex. 


Riv. Have patience, madam; there's no doubt, 
his majesty 

Will soon recover his accustom'd health, 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him 
worse : | 

Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good com- 

fort, 

And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 
O. Elis. If he were dead, what would betide 

of me? | 
Grey. No other harm, but Joſs of such a lord. 
O. Eliz. The loſs of such a lord includes all 
| barms. 
Grey. The heavens have bleſs'd you with a 
goodly son, 

To be your comforter, when he is gone. 

C. Eliz, Ah, he is young; and his minority 

Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of vou. 
Riv. Is it concluded, he shall be protector ? 
O. Eliz. It is determin'd, not concluded yet: 

But so it must be, if the king miscarry. | 


Enter BuckxinGnaAm, and STANLEY. 


Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham 
and Stanley. 
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* 


Buck. Good time of day unto your royal 
grace ! 
Stan, God make your majesty joyful as you 
have been! 


O. Eliz. The counteſs Richmond, good my 
lord of Stanley, 
To your good prayer will scarcely say — amen. 
Yet, Stauley, notwithstanding she's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur'd, 
J hate not you for her proud arrogance. 


Stan, I do beseech you, either not believe 


i The envious slander of her false accusers; 

SO Or, if she be accus'd on true report, 

10 Bear with her weaknels, which, I think, pro- 
tht ceeds 

110 From way ward sicknels, and no grounded malice. 
ifs O. Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my lord 
. 1 of Stanley? 5 
J Stan, But now the duke of Buckingham. 
* n 

' Are come from visiting his majesty. 


= FE 
— & = —— 


O. Eliz, What likelihood of his amendment, 
Joris ? 

Luck, Madam, good hope; his grace speaks 
cheerfuily. 


O. Eliz. God grant him health! Did you con- 
fer with him? | 


Buck. Ay, madam: he desires to make atone- 
ment 


Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers, 
And between them and my lord chamberlain; 
And sent to warn them to his royal presence. 


O. Eliz. Would all were well! — But that 
will never bez — 
I fear, our happineſs is at the beight. 


— — —  — — — p 
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2 
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Enter GrosTen, HasTtixos, and Dorsry, 


(io. They do me wrong, and I will not 
endure it: — | 

Who are they, that complain unto the king, 
That I, forsootb, am stern, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 
That fil his ears with such dissentious rumours. 
Recause I cannot flatter, and speak fair, 
Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive and cop, 
Duck with French nods and spish courtesy, 
1] must be beld a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live, aud think vo harm, 
But thus his simple truth must be abus'd 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks? 


— 


8 Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks 
4 your grace? | 

5 Glo. To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor 
race. 


—— — 


When have I injur'd thee? when done thee 
wrong? — 
Or thee? — or thee? — or any of your faction? 
A plague upon you all! His royal grace, — 
Whom God preserve better than you would 
wish! — | 
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing while, 
But you must trouble him with lewd com- 
| laints, 
O. Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the 
matter: 
The king, of his own royal disposition, 
And not provok'd by any suitor else; 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
That in your outward action shews itself, 
Against my children, brothers, and myself, 
Makes him to send; that thereby he may gather 
'The ground of your ill-will, and 80 remove it. 
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Glo. I cannot tell; — The world is grown 


50 bad, 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not 
perch: . 


Since every Jack became a gentleman, 
There's many a gentle person made a Jack, 
O. Eliz. Come, come, we know your mean. 
ing, brother Gloster; 
You envy my advancement, and my friends: 
God grant, we never may have need of you! 
Glo, Meantime, God grants that we bavu nec 
| of you: 
Our brother is imprison'd by your means, 
Myself disgrac'd, and the nobility 
Held in contempt; white great promotions 
Arc daily given, to enoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth 
a noble. 
O. Eliz. By him, that rais'd me to this care- 
ful height 
From that contented hap which IT enjoy'd, 
I never did incense bis majesty 
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been 
Au earnest advocate to plead for him. 
My lord, you do me shameful injury, 
Falscly to draw me in these vile suspects. 
Glo. You may deny that you were not the 
cause | 2 
Of my lord Hastings' late imprisonment. 
Riv. She may, my lord; for — 
Glo. She may, lord Rivers? — why, who 
knows not $0? 
She may do more, sir, than denying that: 
She may help you to many fair preferments ; 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And lay those honours on your high desert. 
What may she not? She may, — ay, marry, 
may she — 


— 


Sm. 4 in tot a vel kh 
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Riv. What, marry, may sbe? 
Clo. What, marry, may she? marry with a 
king, 
A hackelor, a bandsome 8stripling too: 
L wis, your grandam had a worser match. 


O. Elis. My lord of Gloster, | have too long 
borne 

Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scoffs: 

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty 

With those groſs taunts I often have endur'd. 

I had rather be a country servant-maid, 

Than a great queen, with this condition — 

To be so baited, scorn'd, and stormed at: 

Small joy have I in being England's queen. 


Enter Queen MaxGanuwr, behind. 


O. Mar. And lessen'd be that small, God, I 


beseech thee! 
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. 
Glo. What! threat you me with telling of 
the king? x 
Tell him, 3 not; look, what I have 
Sal 
J will avouch in presence of the king: 
J dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 
'Tis time to speak, my pains are quite forgot. 
O. Mar. got, devil! I remember them too 
well: 
Thou Kkill'dst my husband Henry in the Tower 
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 


Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband 
ing, 
{ was a pack-horse in his great affairs ; 
A weeder-out of his proud adversaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends; 


To royalize his blood, I spilt mine own. 


— 


_ 


a = mn 
5 — "Tz 


— 
3; 1 
—— 


— 2 SED 
ä Fr 
9 — * >. 
— © 


— E 


* A 
= 


= —_ OE & 


I ag ——_—_ 
* 


* 2 as — 


A 


? * 
— 2 
— ——— 


_ 
— _ — 


> As : 
— 


222 „ 


U 
* 
0 
\ 
LEI 
[1 
at 
: 
5 
, ui 
4 N 
4 
- 1 J. 
"7. 
= : 
If 
1h 17”, 
: 1! 
1 1 
b 
. . 
* * 
; 
*'\ 
" 
„ 4 'ng 
,. : 
» 1 7 
4 „ 
ng” 
' 
” 
. 
MN. 
1 
* 
0 
þ 5 : 
$011 * 
7 
\ J » 
: 
o N 
1 x 
0 \ "4 
1 N 
. 
iT + 
Al . 
x inn 
. 
| 1 : 
" | 
. 
4 U 
0 
: 
AY 
» p 7 
. 
11 . 
1 
1 * 
4 19 b 
* 
4 4 
T7" 
7 144 
x 
1/4 : 
ſy 
14 
: 
\ 1 
44/3. Ws 
1 2h 
oy 
q, 
4 Ll 
150 
\ 
p . 
4 
1 
\ [ 
Ml. 
. 190 
* 
= 
44 34 
4 K 
p * 4 
34 7 
. 
1 * * 
58 + ' 
0 | 
| N . 
b 
18 
4 
: 1.9 \ 
4! * 
0 5 
3 
. A 
* 
* 
1 
| 
% 
. $ 
LEE] 4 1 
1 7 1 
* * 
„ 
[1 .N 24 
M3 Th 
N 
"4 
, | 
IN. id ft 
nd 4 
| Wh 
197 iff 
bat & ! 
RAN [ 
44 
" 1 
« i» 
Li 1:2 
p 
9 
„ 
1 
y * 
bk 1) 
"5 \ 4 
12 
1 
4 
\ * 
20 4 
«4 
_ 
Lt N 
i 
+)! 
if 


4 


— 46> 
A 


_ pedlar: | 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 5 
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O. Mar, Ay, and much better blood than hi, 


or thine, 
Glo. In all which time, you, and your busban! 


* 


Grey, | 
Were factious ſor the house of Lancaster; — = Fc 
And, Rivers, so were you; — Was not yo 1 
husband H 
In Margaret's battle at saint Albans slain? mr 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, = V 
What you have beeu ere now, and what yo. WA 1: 
are; pt | 
Withel, what I have been, and what I am. 11 
OC. Mar. A murd'rous villain, aud so still thou 5 ; 
art. 


Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father 
Warwick, 
Ay, and forswore himself, — Which Jesu par- 
don! — | 

O. Mar. Which God revenge! 

Glo, To ſight on Edward's party, for the 

crown 5 

And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up: 

J would to God, my heart were flint, like 
F.dward's, 

Or F.dward's soft and pitiful, like mine; 

Jam too childish-foolish for this world. 

OC. Mar. Ilie thee to hell for shame, and leave 

this world, 

Thou cacodaemon! there thy kingdom is. 

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies, 
We follow'd then our rl our lawful king; 
So should we you, if you should be out king. 

Glo. If T should be? -- I had rather be a 


Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you 8up- 
pose 


* a 4 


You 
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You should enjoy, were you this country's king; 
As little joy you may suppose in me, 
That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

0. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 
For I am sbe, and altogether joyleſs. | 
J can no longer bold me patient. — (advancing. 
Hear me, you * pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pill'd from me: 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me? 
If not, that, I being queen, you bow like sub- 

jects z : | 
Yet that, uy you depos'd, you quake like re- 
bels? — oy” 
Ab, gentle villain, do not tutn away! | 

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou 

| in my sight? | 

O. Mar. But. repetition of what , thou has 
3 marr'd; 55 
That will I make, before I let thee go. | 
Glo. Wert thou not banished, on pain of 

death? | 

O. Mar, I was; but I do find more pain in 

| banishment, is 4 
Than death can yield me here by my abode. . 
A husband, ard a son, thou 'ow'st to me, 
And thou, a kingdom; — all of you, allegiance: 
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours; 
And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine. 

Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee, — 

When thou didst crown his warlike brows with 

#451 \- ad; „n e 
And with rg scorns drew'st rivers from bis 
r 
And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout, 
Steep'd in on 1 blood of pretty Rut- 
| and; — | | x _OW 

His curses, then from bittetneſs of soul | 
Denounc'd against thee, are all fallen upon thee; 
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O. Mar, Ay, and much better blood than hi, 
or thine, 


Glo. In all which time, you, and your husban! Th 
Grey, g 

Were factious ſor the house of Lancaster; — Fe 

And, Rivers, so were you; — Was not yy: 11 

husband = Bt 

Tn Margaret's battle at saint Albans slain? 111 

Let me put in your minds, if you forget, V 

What you have beeu ere now, and what yo. 6 11 
are ; 2 

Withel, what I have been, and what IT am, 11 
C. Mar. A murd'rous villain, aud so still tho. s 

art. 17 


Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his faths: 
Warwick, 
Ay, and forswore himself, — Which Jesu par 
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TAY don! — | . 
1 | O. Mar. Which God revenge! = 
wk Go. To ſight on Edward's party, for the 1 
1 9 8 ciown ; | * 
A. And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up: | 
I would to God, my heart were flint, like 
I.dward's, 2 
Or Edward's soft aid pitiful, like mine; +4 


Jam too childish-foolish for this world. 
O. Mar. Ilie thee to hell for shame, and leave 
this world, 
Thou cacodaemon! there thy. kingdom is. 

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days, 
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies, 
We follow'd then our lord; our lawful king; 
So should we you, if you should be our king. 

Glo. If IT 8hould be? — IT had rather be a 

edlar: 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof! 

O. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you sup- 

pose 


You 
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You should enjoy, were you this country's King; 


= As little joy you may suppose in me, 


That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

0. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof; 
For I am sbe, and altogether joylels, 
1 can no longer hold me patient. — (advancing. 
Hear me, you wruglng pirates, that fall out 
In sharing that which you have pill'd from me: 


Z Which of you trembles not, that looks on me? 


If not, that, I being queen, you bow like sub- 
jects z | 


Yet that, by you depos'd, you quake like re- 


bels? — 
Ab, gentle villain, do not turn away! 
Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou 
in my sight? 
O. Mar. But repetition of what tbou hast 
marr'd; | 
That will IJ make, before I let thee go. 


Glo, Wert thou not banished, on pain of 
death ? 

O. Mar, I was; but I do find more pain in 
banishment, 4 


Than death can yield me here by my abode. 
A husband, and a son, thou ow'st to me, — 
And thou, a kingdom; — all of you, allegiance: 
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours; 
And all the pleasures you usurp, are mine. 
Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee, — 
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with 
Paper, | | 
And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from bis 
eyes; mg | 
And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout, 
Steep'd in _ a blood of pretty Rut- 
and ; — e 
His curses, then from bittetneſs of soul 
Denounc'd against thee, are all fallen upon thee; 
Vol. Y. 8 
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* 


And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 
O. Elis. So just is God, to right the innocent. 


Hast. O, twas the foulest deed, to slay that 
| babe, 


And the most mercileſs, that e'er was heard of. 


Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it waz 
reported, 
Dors. No man but prophesy'd revenge for it. 13 


| 
Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to — 
see it. | 3 
O. Mar. What! were you 8narling all, before * / 
I came, WC 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 9 
And turn you all your hatred now on me? 9 
Did York's dread curse prevail so much with F 
heaven, ; 
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward's death, 
Their kingdom's loſs, my woeful banishment, BY 
Could all but answer for that peevish brat ? BB 
Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?— af 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick * 
Fa curses ! — a 
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king, 
As ours by murder, to make him a king! 
Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales, 
For Edward my son, that was prince of Wales, KY 
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence! & 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen, | 
Out-live thy glory, like my wretched self! 
Long may'st = live, to wail thy children's loſs; 
And sce another, as I see thee now, 
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine! 
Long dis thy happy days before thy death; 
And, after many lengthen'd hours of grief, 
Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen! — 
Rivers, —and Dorset, — you were standers by, — 
And so wast thou, lord Hastings, — when my son 
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Was stabb'd with bloody daggers; God, I pray 


| him, 
That none of you may live your natural age, 
But by some unlook'd accident cut off ! 


Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful 
wither'd hag. 
O. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for 
thou shalt hear me. 
If heaven have any grievous plague in store, 
Exceeding those that I cau wish upon thee, 
O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe, 
And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace! 
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul! 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st, 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends! 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unleſs it be while some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils! 
Thou elvish-mark'd, abortive, rooving hog ! 
Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of bell! 
Thou slender of thy mother's beavy womb! 
Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins ! 
Thou rag of honour! thou detested — 
Glo. Margaret. 
9. Mar. Richard! 
Glo. Ha? i 
O. Mar. I call thee not. | 
Glo. I cry thee mercy then; for IT did think, 
That thou had'st call'd me all these bitter names, 


O. Mar. Why, so I did; but look'd for no 
| reply. wat 
O, let me make the period to my curse. 
Glo. Tis done by me; and ends in — Margaret. 
O. Eliz. Thus have you breath'd your curse 
against yourself. 
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O. Mar, Poor painted queen, vain flourish of 
my fortune! 
Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about? 
Fool, fool! thou whet'st a knife to kill tbysch. 
The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee * this pois'nous bunch - bach'd 
toad, 
Hast. False- boding woman, end thy frantic] 
curse; 
Lest, to thy barm, thou move our patience. 
O. Mar. Foul shame upon you! you have all 
mov'd mine. 
Riv. Were you well serv'd, you would be 
taught your duty. 
O. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do 
me duty, 
Teach me to be your queen, and you my k sub- 
jects; 
O, serve ail awell, and teach yourselyes that 
duty. 
Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatick. 
C. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are 
malapert; | 
Your fire-new e stamp of honour is scarce current: 
O. that your young nobility could judge, 
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable! 
They that 3 high, have many blasts to shale 
them; I 
And, if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 
Glo. Good counsel, marry; — learn it, learn 
+ It, marquis. 
Dor. Tt touches you, my lord, as much as 
me. | | 
Glo. Ay, and much more: But I was born 
so high, ; 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top, 
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun, 


* 


KING RICHARD III. 31 


O. Mar. And turns the sun to shade; — alas! 
alas! — 

Witneſs my son, now in the shade of death; 

Whose bright out - Shining beams thy cloudy 

wrath 0 

Hach in eternal darkneſs folded vp. 

Your aiery buildeth in our aiery's nest: — 

O God, that see'st it, do not suffer it; 

As it was won with blood, lost be it 80! 


Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for 
charity. 
O. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to 
me; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 
And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my shame, — 
And in my shame still live my sorrow's rage! 
Buck. Have done, have done. 


C. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I Eifs thy 
and, 
In sign of league and amity with thee: 
Now fair befal thee, aad thy noble house! 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 
Nor thou within the compaſs of my curse. 


Buck. Nor no one here; ſor curses never paſs 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 


O. Mar, In not believe but they ascend-the 
sky, 

And there awake God's gentle-sleeping peace, 

O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog; 

Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, when he 
bites, 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death: 

Have not to do with him, beware of him; 

Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on 
him ; | 

And all their ministers attend on him, 
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Glo. What doth she say, my lord of Buck. 


ingham 
Buck. Nothivg that I respect, my gracious 
lord. 
O. Mar, What, dot thou scorn me for my 
entle counsel ? 8 
And sooth the devil that I warn thee from? 
O, but remember this another day, 
When be shell split thy very heart with sorrow; 
And say, poor Margaret was a propheteſs, — 
Live each of you the subjects to his hate, 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's! [ Exit. 
Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her 
curses. 
Riv. And so doth mine; I muse, why she's at 
liberty. M1 
Glo. T cannot blame her, by God's holy mother; 
Sbe hath had to much-wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 
Elis. IT never did her any, to my knowledge. 
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong, 
J was too hot to do some hody good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repay'd; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pains; — 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof! 
Riv. A virtuous and a christian-like conclusion, 
Jo pray for them that have done scath to us. 
Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd; — 


For had I curs'd now, I bad curs'd myself. [Aside. 


Enter CATESBY. 


Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you, 
And for your grace, — and you, my noble lords. 
O. Eliz. Catesby, I come: — Lords, will you 
go with me? 
Riv. Madam, we will attend your grace. 
| [ Exeunt all but Gloster. 
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Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The secret mischiefs that I set abroach, 
T lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence, — ka I, indeed, have laid in dark- 

nels, — 

I do beweep to many simple gulls; 
Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham; 
And tell them — 'tis the queen and her allies, 
That stir the king against the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it; and withal whet me 
To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: 
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of scripture, 
Tell them — that God bids us do good for evil; 
And thus I clothe my naked villainy 
With old odd ends, stol'n forth of holy writ; 
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil. 


Enter two Murderers. 


But soft, here come my executioners, — 
How now, my bardy, stout, resolved mates? 
Are you now going to dispatch this thing ? 
I. Murd. We are, my lord; and come to have 
the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 
Glo, Well thought upon, I haye it here about 
me ; [gives the warrant. 
When you have done, repair to Crosby-place. 
But, 8irs, be 8udden in > 4s execution, | 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead; 
For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 
I, Murd, Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand 
to prate, | 
Talkers are no good doers; be assur'd, 
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues. 
Glo. Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools' 
eyes drop tears; 
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1 like you, lads; — about your busineſs straight; 
Go, go, dispatch. 


1. Murd, We will, my noble lord, [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


The ame. A Room in the Tower, 


Enter CLARENOE and BRAKENBURY, 


Brak, dots _ your grace so heavily to- 
ay 
(lar. O, I have pals'd a miserable night, 
So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 
That, as I am a christian faithful man, 
] would not spend another such a night, 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days; 
So full of dismal terror was the time. 
Bral:. What was your dream, my lord? 1 
pray you, tell me. 
Clar, Metbought, that I had broken from the 
Tower, 
And was embark'd to croſs to Burgundy ; 
And, in my company, my brother Gloster: 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches; thence we look'd toward 
England, 
And cited up a thousand heavy times, 
Puring the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befell'n us. As we pac'd alon 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought, that Gloster stumbled; and, in fal- 


ling, 
Struck me, that thought to stay him, over— 
board, | 


Into the tumbling billows of the main, 
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O Lord! methought, what pain it was to 
drown ! 
What dreadful noise of water iv mine ears ! 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes! 
Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks; 
A thousand men, that fishes gnew'd upon; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Jnestimable stones, unvalued jewels, 
All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea. : 
Some lay in dead men's skulls; and, in those 
holes, 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
(As *twere in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems, 
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep, 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd 
by. | 
Brak. 88 such leisure in the time of 
death, | 
To gaze upon these secrets of the deep? 
Clar. Methought, I had; and often did 1 
strive | 
To yield the ghost: but still the envious flood 
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To seek the empty, vast, and wand'ring air; 
But smother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea. 
Brak. Awak'd you not with this sore agony ? 
Clar, O, 2 my dream was lengthen'd after 
ite ; 
O, then began the tempest to my soul! 
I pals'd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that grim ferryman which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night, 
The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 
Was my great father-in-law, renowned War- 
wick; | 
Who cry'd aloud, — What scourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence? 
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And so he vanisb'd: Then came wand'ring b 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and he shriek'd out aloud, — 
Clarence is come, — false, fleeting, perjur'd Cla- 
rence, — | 
That stabb'd me in the field by Tewksbury ; — 
Seize on lum, furies, take him to your torments! — 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise, 
I trembling wak'd, aud, for a season after, 
Could not believe but that I was in hell; 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 
Brak, No marvel, lord, though it affriglted 
| you; 
Jam afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 
Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done these 
things, — 
That now give evidence against my soul, — 
For Edward's sake; and, see, how he requites 
; me! — 
O God! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone: 
O, spare my guiltlels wife, and my poor 
children! — 
J pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me; 
My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep. 
Brak. I will, my lord; God give your grace 
ood rest! — 
[ Clarence reposes himself on a chair. 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours, 
Makes the night morning, and the noon- tide 
night. 
Princes have 9 their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toil; 
And, for unfelt imaginations, | 
They often feel a world of restleſs cares: 
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So that, between their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame, 


Enter the two Murderers. 


1. Murd, Ho! who's here? 
Brak. What would'st thou, fellow? and how 
cam'st thou hither ? | 
1. Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I 
came hither on my legs. 
Break. What, so brief? 
2. Murd. O, sir, 'tis better to be brief, than 


tedious: — Shew him our commission, talk no 
more. [A paper is delivered to Brakenbury, who 
reads it. 


Brak. IJ am, in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands; — 
J will not reason what is meant hereby, 
Because I will be guiltleſs of the meaning. 
Here are the keys; — there sits the duke asleep: 
I' to the king; and signify to him, 
That thus I have resign'd to you my charge. 

I. Murd. You may, sir; 'tis a point of wisdom : 
Fate you well. [Exit Brakenbury. 

2. Murd, What, shall we stab him as he sleeps? 

I. Murd. No; be'll say, 'twas done cowardly, 
when be wakes. 

2. Murd. When be wakes! why, fool, he shall 
never wake until the great judgment day. 

I. Murd. Why, then he'll say, we stabb'd him 
sleeping. 

2. Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, 
hath bred a kind of remorse in me. 

I. Murd, What? art thou afraid? 

2. Murd, Not to kill him, having a warrant for 
it; but to be damn'd for killing . from the 
which no warrant can defend me. | 


I. Murd. I thought, thou had'st been resolute. 
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2. Murd. So J am, to let him live. 

1. Murd. I'll back to the duke of Gloster, and 
tell him so. 

2. Mud. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a little: TL hope, 
this holy humour of mine will change; it was 
wont to hold me but while one would tell twenty, 

I. Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now? 

2. Murd. Faith, some certain dregs of con- 
science are yet within me. 

1. Murd. Remember our reward, when the 
deed's done. 

2. Murd. Come, he dies; I had forgot the 
reward. 

I. Murd. Where's thy conscience now? 

2. Murd. In the duke of Gloster's purse. 

1. Murd. So, when be opens his purse to give 
us our reward, thy conscience flies out. 

2. Murd. "Tis no matter; let it go; there's few, 
or none, will entertain it. 

1. Murd, What, if it come to thee again? 

2. Murd. TH not meddle with it, it is a danger- 
ous thing, it makes a man a coward ; a man can- 
not steal, but it accuseth him; a man cannot 
swear, but it checks him; a man cannot lie with 
his neighbour's wife, but it detects him: Tis a 
blushing sbame- faced spirit, that mutinies in a 
man's bosom; it fills one full of obstacles: it 
made me once restore a purse of gold, that by 
chance I found; it beggars any man that keeps 
it: it is turn'd out of all towns and cities for a 
dangerous thing; aud every man, that means to 
live well, endeavours to trust to himself, and 
live without it. 

1. Murd. *Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, 
persuading me not to kill the duke. 

2. Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and be- 
lieve him not: he would insinuate with thee, but 
to make thee sigh. 
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1. Murd, T am strong-fram'd, he cannot prevail 
with me. 

2. Murd. Spoke like a tal] fellow, that respects 
his reputation. Come, sball we fall to work? 

1. Murd. Take him over the costard with the 
Hilts of thy sword, and then throw him into. the 
malmsey-butt, in the next room, . 

2. Murd. O excellent device! and make a 80P 

of him. 

1. Murd. Soft! he wakes. 

g. Murd. Strike. | 

1. Murd. No, we'll reason with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup 
of wane, 

1. Murd. You shall have wine enough, my 
lord, anon. 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou? 

1. Murd, A man, as you are, 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

1. Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are 


humble. 

1. Murd. My voice is now the king's, my looks 
mine own. 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thou 
speak! 


Your eyes do menace me: Why look you pale? 
Who sent you hither? Wherefore do you comer 
Both Murd. To, to, to, — | 
Clar. To murder me? 5 - 
Both Murd. Ay, ay. l 1 
Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me 1 
so, 

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. we 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? | 9 
a. Murd, Offended us you have * _ the 

| king. | ae 


Clar. I shall be 3 to him again. 
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2. Murd. Never, my lord; therefore prepare 
to die. 
Clar. Are you call'd forth from out a world of 
men, 
To slay the innocent? What is my offence ? 
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me? 
What lawful quest bave given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge or who pronounc'd 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence' death? 
Before I be convict by course of law, 
To threaten me with death, is most unlawful. 
] charge you, as you hope to bave.redemption 
By GChbrist's dear blood shed for our grievous sins, 
That you depart, and lay no bands on me; 
The deed you undertake is damuable. 
I. Murd, What we will do, we do upon com- 


mand. 

2. Murd. And he, that hath commanded, is our 
king. 

Clar. Erroneous vassal! the great. King of 
kings f 


Hath in the table of his law commanded, 
That thou shalt do no murder; Wilt thou then 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man's? 
Take beed; for be holds vengeance in his hand, 
To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 
2. Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hur] 
| on thee, ' 
For false forswearing, and for murder too: 
Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 
1. Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of 
God, a 
Didst break that vow; and, with thy treacherous 
| blade, | 5 | 
Unrip'dst, the bowels of thy sovereign's son-. 
a. Murd, Whom thou wast sworn to cherish 
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1. Murd. How canst thou urge God's dreadful 


law to us, 
When thou hast broke it in such dear degree? 
Clar. Alas! for whose sake did I that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake: 
He sends you not to murder me for this; 
For in that sin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you yet, he doth it publickly; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm; 
He needs no indirect nor lawlels course, 
To cut off those that have offended him. 
1. Murd. Who made thee then a bloody mi- 
nister, | 
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee? 
Clar, My brother's love, the devil, and my 
rage. 
1. Murd. Thy brother's love, our duty, and 
| thy fault, | 
Provoke us bither now to slaughter thee. 


Car. If you do love my brother, hate not me; 


I em his brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'd for meed, go back again, 
And I will send you to my brother Gloster; 
Who shall reward you better for my life, 
Than Edward wall for tidings of my death. 
2. Murd. You are deceiv'd, your brother Glos- 
ter hates you. 6 a 
Clar. O, no; he loves me, and he holds me 
dear ; | 
Go you to him from me. 
Both Murd, Ay, so we will. 81 


Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father 


York 


| Bleſs'd his three sons with his victorious arm, 


And charg'd us from his soul to love each othe 
He little thought of this divided friendship: 
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Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep. 

I. Murd, Ay, mill-stones; as he lesson'd us ty 

weep. 

Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 

1. Murd. Right, as snow in harvest. — Come, 

' you deceive yourself; 
"Tis he that sends us to destroy you here. 

Clar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune. 
And SEE 0 in his arms, and swore, with 

sobs, | 
That he would labour my delivery. 
1. Murd. Why, so he doth, when he deliye:; 
| ou 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2. Murd. Make peace with God, for you mus! 

die, my lord, 

Clar. Hast thou that holy ſeeling in thy soul, 
To counsel me to make my peace with God, 
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind, 
That thou pee dee with God by murderiug 

me? — 
Ab, sirs, consider, he, that set you on 
1 To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 
1 2. Murd. What shall we do? 
1 Clar. Relent, and save your souls. 
| 1. Murd. Relent! *tis cowardly, and womanish. 

Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, de- 
vilish. — 

Which of you, if you were a prince's son, 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now, — 
1 If two such murderers as yourselyes came to 
. : YOu, — kde 
i Would not entreat for life ? — 
4 My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks; 
1 O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 
' Come thou on my side, and entreat for me, 

As you would beg, were you in my distrels, 

A begging prince what beggar pities not? 

| a. Murd. 
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2. Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 


I. Murd. Take that, and that; if all this will 
not do, [Stabs him. 


Tl drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 
[Exit, with the body, 


2. Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately di- 
spatch'd! 
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done! 


Re-enter fi rst Murderer, 


1. Murd. How now? what mean'st thou, that 
thou help'st me not? 
By heaven, the duke shall know bow slack you 
have been. 


2. Murd. T would he knew, that I had sav'd 
his brother! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I 8ay; 
For I repent me that the duke is slain. [ Exit. 


I. Murd. So do not I; go, coward, as thou 
art, — 


Well, III go hide the body in some hole, 

Till that t e duke give order for his burial: 

And when I have iy meed, I will away; 

For this will out, and then T must not stay. 
LEæit. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


The same. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter King EDwaArD, (led in sick,) Queen Err angry, 
Dorser, Rivers, HAsrINoSs, BuckinGnam, Grer, 


and Others. 


K. Edw. Why, 80: — now have I done a good 
day's work; — 

You peers, continue this united league: 

I every day expect an embassage - 

From my Redeemer to redeem me hence; 

And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven, 

Since | have made my friends at peace on earth. 

Rivers, and Hastings, take each other's hand; 

Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love, 
Riv. By heaven, my 80ul is puig'd from grudg- 

| : ing hate; 

And with my hand I seal my true heart's love. 
Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like! 
K. Edw. 'Take heed, you dally not before your 

king; 

' Lest he, that is x supreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falshood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Hast. So prosper I, as [ swear perfect love! 

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart! 

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in 
this, — 

Nor your son Dorset. — Buckingham, nor you; — 

You have been factious one against the other. 

VV ife, love lord Hastings, let him kiſs your hand; 

And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 
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O. Eliz, There, Hastings; — I will neyer more 
remember 
Our former hatred, So thrive I, and mine! 
K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him, — Hastings, 
love lord marquis. 
Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest, 
Upon my part, shall be inviolable. 
Hast. And so swear l. {embraces Dorset. 


K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou 
this league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. 
Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn his 
hate 
Upon your grace, [to the Queen.] but with all 
duteons love 
Doth cherish you, and yours, God punish me 
With hate in those where I expect most loye! 
When 1 have most need to employ a friend, 
And most assured that he 1s a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
Be he unto me! this do I beg of heaven, 
When I am cold in love, to you, or yours. 
[ embracing Rivers, etc. 


* 


K. Edu. A pleasing cordial, princely Bucking- 
am, 
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. | 
There wanteth now our brother Gloster here, 
To make the blessed period of this peace. 
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble 
duke. | 


Enter GLOSTER. 


Glo. Good-morrow to my sovereign king, and 
queen; 


And, princely peers, a happy time of day! 
1 2 
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R. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the 


ay: — 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 
Glo. A blessed labour, my most so vereign 
liege. — | 
Among tbis princely beap, if any here, 
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 
Hold me a foe; 
Tf-I unwittingly, or in my rage, 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 


To reconcile me to his friendly peace: 


Tis death to me, to be at enmity; 

T hate it, and desire all good men's love. — 

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 

Which I will purchase with my duteous ser 
VICE; — 

Of yon, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us; — 

Of you, lord Rivers, — and lord Grey, of you, — 

That all without desert bave frown'd on me; — 

Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen; indeed, of all. 

I do not know that Englishman alive, 

With whom my soul is any jot at odds, 

More than the infant that is born to-night; 

I thank my God for my humility. 

O. Elis. A holy-day shall this be kept here 
X after: — 

I would to God, all strifes were well compound- 

ed, — l 


My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highnels 


To take our brother Clarence to your glace. 
Glo. Why, madam, bave I offer'd love for this, 
To be 80 flouted in this royal presence? 
Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead? 
” ( They all start. 
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You do him injury, to scorn his corse. 
K. Edu. Who knows not, he is dead! who 
knows be is? | 
O. Elzz, Ov h heaven, what a world is 
this! 
Buck. Look Iso pale, lord Dorset, as the rest? 
Dor. , Ay, my good lord; and no man in the 
resence, 
But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 
K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was re- 
vers'd. 
Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order 
died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear; 
Son tardy cripple bore the countermand, 
That came too lag to see him buried; — 
God grant, that some, leſs noble, and leſs loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from suspicion! 


Enter STANLEY. 


Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service 
doue! | 
K. Edw. I pr'ythee, peace; my soul is full of 
sorrow. 
Stan. I will not rise, unleſs your highneſs hear 
me. | 
K. Edu. Then say at once, what is it thou 
request'st. | | 
Stan, Ip _— sovereign, of my seryant's 
ife; 
Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. 
K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother's 
death, | | 
And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave? 
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My brother kill'd no man, his fault was thought, 

And yet his punishment was bitter death. 

Who su'd to me for him? who, in my wrath, 

Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis'd ? 

Who spoke of brotherhood ? who spoke of love? 

Who told me, how the poor soul did forsake 

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? 

Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he rescu'd me, 

And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king? 

Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me 

Even in his garments; and did give himself, 

All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night? 

All this from my remembrance brutish wratf 

Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 

Had 80 much prace to put it in my mind. 

But, when your carters, or your waiting vassals, 

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac'd 

The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, 
pardon ; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you: — 

But for my brother, not a man would speak, — 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 

For him, poor soul. — The proudest of you all 

Have been beholding to him in his life; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life, — 


* 


O God! I fear, thy justice will take hold 


On me, __— 9; and mine, and yours, for 
this. — 
Come, Hastings, help me te my closet. O, 
Poor Clarence! 
[Eæeunt King, Queen, Has r. Rrv. Dos. 
and Grry. 144% 141 
Glo. This is the fruit of rashneſs! — Mark'd 
you not. 


How that the guilty kindred of the queen 


* 
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Look'd pale, when they did bear of Clarence' 
death ? 


O! tbey did urge it still unto the king : 
God will revenge it, Come, lords; will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our company ? 


Buck. We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt, 


S GCE N E II. 


The same. 


Enter the Dutcheſs of York, with a son and daughter 
of CULARENCE. 


Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead? 
Dutch. No, boy. 
Daugh. Why do you weep so oft? and beat 
pour breast? 
And cry, — O Clarence, my unhappy son! 
Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your 
head, 
And call us — orphans, wretcbes, een 
Ii that our noble father be alive? 
Dutch. 1 pretty cousins, you mistake me 
oth; 
I do lament the sickneſs of the king, 
As loth to lose him, not your father's death; 
It were lost sorrow, to wail one that's lost. 
Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that be is 
dead. 
The king my uncle is to THES. for this; 
God will revenge it; whom I will impôrtune b 
With earnest prayers, all to that effect. F 
Daugh. And so will J. 
Dutch, Peace. children, peace! the king doth 
love you well; 
Incapable and shallow innoceuts, 
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You cannot gueſs who caus'd your father's death, 
Son. Grandam, we can: for my good uncle 
Gloster 
Told me, the king, provok'd to't by the queen, 
Devis'd impeachments to imprison him: 
And when my uncle told me so, he wept, 
And pitied me, and kindly kiſs'd my cheek; 
Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his-child. 
Dutch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes, | 
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice! 
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame, 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, 
| rrandam ? | 
Dutch. Ay, boy. 
Son. I cannot think it. Hark! what noise is 
this ? 


* 


Enter Queen Er1zABETR, distractedly 5 Rivers, 
and Donszr, after her. 


O. Eliz. Ah! who shall hinder me to wail and 
| weep? 
To cbide my fortune, and torment myself? 
IN join with black despair against my soul, 
And to myself become an enemy. 

Dutch, What means this scene of rude impa- 

tience ? 
O. Eliz. To make an act of tragick violence: — 
Edward, my lord, thy son, our a is dead. — 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their 
sap? — | 

Tf you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 

That our swift-winged souls may catch the 
king's ; 
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Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 
Dutch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy 
sorrow, 
As J had title in thy noble husband! 
I bave bewept a worthy husband's death, 
And liv'd by looking on his images : 
But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death; 
And I for comfort have but one falze glaſs, 
That grieves me when I see my sbame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother, 
And hast the comfort of thy children left thee: 
But death bath snatch'd my husband from mine 
arms, 
And plack'd two crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward. O, what cause have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my prief,) 
To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries? 
Son. Ah, aunt! you wept not for our father's 
death; | 
How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 
Daugh. Our fatherleſs distreſs was left un- 
moan'd, 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept! 
O. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation, 
T am not barren to bring forth laments: 
Allsprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being govern'd by the watry moon, 
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the 
world! | 
Ab, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward ! 
Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord 
Clarence! 


Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and 


Clarence ! 


O. Eliz. What stay had I, but Edward? and 
he's gone, 
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Chil. What stay had we, but Clarence? and 


bae's gone. 
Dutch. What stays had I, but they? and they 
are gone. 

. Eliz. Was never widow, had so dear a loſs, 
Jhil. Were never orphans, had so dear a los. 
Dutch, Was never mother, had so dear a lols. 

Alas! I am the mother of these griefs ; 
Their woes are parcell'd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I; 
1 for a Clarence weep, so doth not sbe: 
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I: 
I for an Edward weep, so do not they : — 
Alas! you three, on me, threefold distreſs'd, 
Pour a!) your tears; I am your sorrow's nurse, 
And I willpamper it with lamentations. 
Dor. Comfort, dear mother; God is much dis- 
| pleas'd, f $00 
That you take with unthankfulneſs his doing: 
In common wordly things, tis call'd — ungrate- 
ful, 
With dull unwillingneſs to repay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 
Much more, to be thus opposite with heaven, 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 
Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a-careful mother, 
Of the young prince your son: send straight for 
; bim, 5 | 
Let bim be crown'd; in him your comfort lives: 
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne. 


Enter Grosrrtr, BucxinGnam, STANLEY, HAST: 
INGS, RATCL1rr, and Others. 


Glo. Sister, have comfort: all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our sbining star; 
But none can cure their harms by wailing them. — 


KING RICHARD 111. _— 


Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 
I did not see your grace: — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. ye 


Dutch. God bleſs thee; and | put aneekneſs in 


thy breast, 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty ! = 
Glo. Amen; and make me die a good old | Ly 
man! — | | mas 
That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing; * = 


[Aside. 

I marvel, that her grace did leave it out. 
Buck, You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing 

| eers, 

That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, Ss 
Now cheer each other in each other's love: = 
Though we have spent our harvest of this king, _ Bas 
We are to reap the harvest of his son. Bay 
The broken rancour of your high-swoln hearts, 1 
But lately splinted, knit, and join'd together, . wa 
Must gently be preserv'd, cherish'd, and kept: 1 
Me $eemeth good, that, with some little train, 1 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be 5 
fetch'd = 
Hither to London, to be crown'd our king. 1 
Aw. Why with some little train, my lord of 1 
Buckingham ? þ 
Buck. Marry, arg a lest, by a multitude, | "IN 
The new -beal'd wound of malice should break 3 


out; | | ; ö 1 9 
Which would be so much the more dangerous, = 
By how much the estate is green, and yet ungo- \' 

vern'd: BW 


Where every horse bears his commanding rein, 
And may direct his course as please himself, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my Opinion, ought to be — , = 
Glo. I hope, the king made peace with all of = 
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And the compact is firm, and true, in me, 
Riv. And so in me; and so, I think, in all: 
Yet, since it is but green, it sbould be put 
To no apparent likelibood of breach, 
W hicb, baply, by mnch company might be urg'd: 
Therefore I say, with noble Buckingham, 
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hast. And so say I. 
Glo. Then be it so; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight shall post to 
Ludlow. 
Madam, — and you my mother, — will you go 
To give your censures in this weighty business? 
[Exeunt all but Bucx1xGuam and Grosrtsn, 


Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For God's sake, let not us two stay at home: 
For, by the way, I'll sort occasion, 

As index to the story we late talk'd of, 
To part the queen's proud kindred from the 
Prince. 

Glo. My other self, my counsel's consistory, 

My oracle, my prophet! — My dear cousin, 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we'll not stay behind. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


The ame. A Street. 


Enter two Citizens, meeting. 


1. Cit, Good morrow, neighbour: Whitbe 
away 80 fast ? 
2. Cit. J promise you, I scarcely know myself: 
Hear you the news abroad ? 
1, Cit. Yes, that the king is dead. 
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2, Cit. IIl news, by'r lady; seldom comes the 
better: 
I fear, I fear, *twill prove a giddy world. 


Enter another Citizen. 


3. Cit. Neighbours, God speed! 
1. Cit, Give you good morrow, sir, 
3. Cit. Doth the news hold of good king 
Edward's death ? 
2. Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true; God help, the 
while! 
3. Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous 
world. 
1. Cit, No, no; by God's good grace, his son 
shall reign. 
3. Cit, Woe to that land, that's govern'd by a 
child! 
2. Cit. In him there is a hope of government; 
That, in his nonage, council under 2 
And, in his full and ripen'd years, himself, 
No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well. 
1, Cit. So stood the state, when Henry the 
sixth 
Was crowyn'd in Paris but at nine months old. 
3. Cit. Stocd the state so? no, no, good friends, 
God wot; 
For then this land was famously enrich'd 
With politick grave counsel; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. | 
2, Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father 
and mother. " 
3. Cit. Better it were, they all came by his 
| father; | | 
Or, by his father, there were none at all: 
For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster; 
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And the queen's sons, and brothers, haught and 
roud ; 


* 


And were they to be rul'd and not to rule, 


This sickly land might solace as before. 

1. Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst; all 

will be well. 

3. Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put 

on their cloaks; 

Wben great leaves fall, then winter is at hand; 

When the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 

Untimely storms make men expect a dearth: 

All may be well; but, if God sort it so, 

Tis more than we deserve, or 1 expect. 

2. Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of 

fear: 

Lou cannot reason almost with a man 

That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 

3. Cit. Before the days of change, still is it so: 
By a divine instinct, men's minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger; as, by proof, we see 
The water swell before a boist'rous storm. 

But leave it all to God. Whither away? 
2. Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices, 
3. Cit. And so was I; III bear you company. 
a [Exeuut. 


SCENE IV. 


The same. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter the Archbishop of York, the young Duke of 


Yorx, Queen ELIZABETH, and the Dutcheſs of 
York. 


Arch. Last night, I hear, they lay at North- 
ampton ; 


At Stony-Stratford will they be to-night: 
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To-morrow, or next day, they will be here, 


Dutch. I long with all my heart to see the 
rince ; | : 
I hope, he is much grown since last T saw bim. 


O. Eliz. But I hear, no; they say, my son of 
York 
Hath almost overta'en him in his growth, 


York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so. 


Dutch. Why, my young cousin? it is good to 
grow. 
York. Grandam, one night as we did sit at 
supper, 
My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother; Ay, quoth my uncle 
Gloster, | 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow 
apace . 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make 


baste. 
Dutch, Good faith, good faith, the saying did 
not hold 


In him that did object the same to thee: 
He was the wretched'st thing, when he was 
| young, 
So long a growing, and so leisurely, 
That, if his rule were true, he should be 
racious. 
Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious 
madam. 
Dutch. 1 hope, be is; but yet let mothers 
doubt. 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been re- 
member'd, 
T could have given my uncle's grace a flout, 


To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd 
mine. | p 
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Dutch, How, my young York, I pr'ythee, let 


me hear it. 

Fork. Many, they say, my uncle grew 80 fast. 
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old; 
"Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jest. 

Dutch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee 

this? 

York. Grandam, his nurse. 

Dutch. His nurse, why, she was dead ere thou 

| _ wast born. 

York. If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who told 

me. 

O. Eliz. A parlous boy: — Go to, you are too 

shrewyd. 

Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the 

child. | 

O. Eliz. Pitchers have ears. 


Enter a Messen ger. 


Arch. Here comes a messenger: What news? 

Mes. Such news, my lord, as grieyes me to 
| unfold. 

0. Eliz. How doth the prince? 

Mes. Well, madam, and in health. 

Duich. What is thy news? 


Mes. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent to 


Pomfret, 
With them sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners. 

Dutch. Who bath committed them ? 

Mes. The mighty dukes, Gloster, and Bucking- 

ham. 

O. Eliz. For what offence ? 

Mes. The sum of all I can, I have disclos'd; 
Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

O. Eliz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house! 

The 
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The tyger now hath $eiz'd the gentle hind; 
Insulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awlels throne: — 
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre! 
Isee, as in a map, the end of all. 
Dutch, Accursed aud unquiet wrangling days! 
E How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 
My husband lost his life to get the crown; 
And often up and down my sons were tost, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loſs: 
And being seated, and domestick broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themselves; brother to brother, 
Blood to blood, self against self: — O, prepos- 
terous 

And frantick outrage, end thy damned spleen; 
Or let me die, to look ou death no more! 
4 O. Elis. Come, come, my boy, we will to sanc- 
I tuary. — : 
Madam, farewell. 

Dutch. Stay, I will go with you. 

O. Eliz. You have no cause. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go, [to the Queen. 


And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part, I'll resign unto your grace 

The seal I Keep; And so betide to me, 

As well I tender you, and all of yours! 

Come, Ill conduct you to the sanctuary.. 


[Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


The same. A Street. 


* 


The trumpets sound. Enter the Prinee of Wales, 
Grosren, DNuckI NOHA, Cardinal Bounchizn, 
and Others. 


Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to 
your chamber. 
Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts' sove- 
reign: 
The weary war both made you melancholy. 
Prince. No, uncle; but our crosses on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy: 
IT want more uncles here to welcome me. 
Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of yout 
ears 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit: 
No more can you distinguish of a man, 
Than of his outward shew; which, God he 
knows, | 33331 
Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart. 
Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous; 
Your prace attended to their sugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poison of their hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from such false 
friends ! 
Prince. God keep me from false friends ! but 
they were none. 
Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes te 
greet you. | 
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Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train. 


May. God Vleſs your grace with health and 
happy days! : 
Prince. I thank you, good my lord; — and 
| thank you all. — 
[Exeunt Mayor, etc. 


I tbought, my mother, and my brother York, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way: — 
Fie, what a slug is Hastings! that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. | 


Enter HAS TIN OGS. 


Buck, And, in good time, here comes the sweat- 
in 1 

Prince. * my lord: What, will our 

mother come? 

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 
'The queen your mother, and your brother York, 
Have taken sanctuary : 'The tender prince 
Would fain have come with me to meet your 

grace, | | 
But by his mother was perſorce withheld. 

Buck, Fie! what an indirect and peevish course 
Ts this of hers? — Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently? 

If she deny, — lord Hastings, go with him, 

And from her jealous arms Jock him perforce. 
Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak 

oratory | 

Can from his mother win the duke of York, 

Anon expect him here: But if she be obdurate 

To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid 

We should infringe the holy privilege 

Of blessed sanctuary! not for all this land, 

Would I be guilty of so deep a sin. 
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Buck. You are too senseleſs-obstinate, my lord, 
Too ceremoniovs, and traditional : 
Weigh it but with the grossneſs of this age, 
You break not sanctuary in seizing him, 
The benefit thereof is always g:anted 
To hose whose dealings have deserv'd the place, 
And those who have the wit to claim the vlace: 
This prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deserv'd 
it; 
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it: 
Then, taking him from r that is not there, 
You break ho privilege nor charter there. 
Oft have I heard of sanctnary men; 
But sanctuary children, ne'er till now. 


Card. My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind for 
Once. — 
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me? 
Hast. I go, my loch 
Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy baste 
you may. 
[ Exeunt Cardinal, and HasTrixGs. 


Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come, 
Where shall we $s0journ till our coronation ? 


Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self. 
If I may counsel you, some day, or two, 
Your highneſs shall repose you at the Tower: 
Then where you please, and shall be thought 
mozt fit 
For your best health and recreation. 
Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any 
lace : — 
Did Julius Caesar bnild that place, my lord? 
Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place; 
Which, since, succe-ding ages have re-edify'd. 
Prince. Is it upon record? or else reported 


Successively from age to age, he built it? 


Buck, Upon record, my gracious lord. 
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4 Prince. But say, my lord, it were not regis- 
3 ter'd; 

Methinks, the truth should live from age to age, 

As "twere retard to all posterity, 

Even to the general ending day. 

Glo. So wise so young, they say, do ne'er live 

long. [ Aside, 

Prince. What ssy you, uncle? 

Glo. I say without characters, fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formel vice. Iniquity, 5 1 
I moralize two meanings in one word. x 

Prince. That Julius Caesar was a famous man; 
With what bis valour did enrich his wit, 

His wit set down, to make his valour live: 
Death makes no conquest of his conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life, — 
I'm tell you what, my cousin Buckiugham. 
Buck. What my gracious lord? 
Prince. Aa if I live until I be a man, 
I'll win our ancient right in France again, 
Or die a soldier, as I liv'd a king. 

Glo. Short summers lightly have a forward 

spring. [Avide. 


Enter Lokk, HasTtixGs, and the Cardinal, 


Buch. Now, in good time, here comes the duke 
of York. 
Prince. Richard of York! how fares our loving 
brother ? 
Tork. Well, my dread lord; so must I call you 
now. 
Prince. Ay. brother; to our grief, as it is 
yours : 
Too late he died, that might have kept that title, 
© Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 
7. Glo. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York ? 


York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord, 
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You said, that idle weeds are fast in growth: 
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far, 
Glo. He bath, my lord. 
York. And therefore is he idle ? 
Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say 80. 
York, Then is be more beholding to you, than], 
Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign; 
But you have power in me, as in a kinsman, 
York, J pray you, uncle, give me this da 
Glo. My dagger, little cousin? with al 
heart. 

Prince. A beggar, brother ? 

York, Of my kind uncle, that I know will 
ve; 

And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 
Glo. A greater gift than that Pl give my 

a COusin. 
Vork. A 1 gift! O, that's the sword to 
it 
Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough. 
York, O then, I see, you'll part but with light 
ifts ; 

In weightier ching. you'll say a beggar, nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear. 
York, IT weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, lit- 


* 


ger. 
I my 


tle lord? 
York. I would, that I might thank you as you 
call me. 
Glo. How ? 


York. Little. 
Prince. My lord of York will still be croſs in 
talk ; — 
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him. 
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with 
me: 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me; 
Because that I am little like an ape, 
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He thinks that you sbould bear me on your 
shoulders. 
Buck. With what a sharp- provided wit he 
reasons! 
To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 
He prettily and aptly taunts bimself: 
So cunning, and $0 young, is wonderful, 
Glo. My gracious lord, will't please you paſs 
along ? | 
Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham, 
Will to your mother; to entreat of her, 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my 
lord ? | 
Prince, My lord protector needs will have it 80. 
York. T shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Glo. Why, what should you fear? 
York. Marry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost; 
My grandam told me, he was murther'd there. 
Prince. I fear no uncles dead. 
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope. 
Prince, An if they live, I hope, I need not 
fear. 
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 
[Exeunt Prince, Vonk, Hasr. Card. and Att. 
Buck, Think you, my lord, this little prating 
York 
Was not incensed by his subtle mother, 
To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously? 
Glo. No doubt, no doubt: O, 'tis a parlous 
boy; 
Bold, 7 ingenious, forward, capable; 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. 
Buck, Well, let them rest. — Come, hither, 
Catesby; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 
As closely to conceal what we impart; 
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Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way; 
What think'st thou? is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind, 
For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the stat royal of this famous isle? 
Cate. He for his father's sake 80 loves the 
prince, f 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 
Buck. What think'st thou then of Stanley? 
will not he? 
Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth, 
Buck. Well then, no more but this: Go, gentle 
Catesby, 
And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hast. 
ings, 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose; 
And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 
To sit about the coronation. 
Tf thou dost find him tractable to us, 
Encourage bim, and tell him all our reasons: 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou so too; and so break off the talk, 
And give us notice of his inclination : 
For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd. 
Glo. Commend me to lord William: tell him, 
Cates by, | 
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 
Give mistreſs Shore one gentle kils the more. 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this businels 


soundly. 

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed 
1 Cane 

Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we 
Sleep ? 


Cate. You shall, my lord, 
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Glo. At Crosby-place, there sball you find us 


both. \ [Exit CaTrEsBY. 
Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we 
perceive 


Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 
Glo. Chop off his head, man; — somewhat 
we will do: — 
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was posseſs'd. 
Buck, I'Il claim that promise at your grace's 


; $ hand. i 
3 Glo. And look to have it yielded with all 
kindneſs. 1 
Come, let us sup betimes; that afterwards 5 
We may digest our complots in some form. fl 
[Exeunt, FM 
SCENE II. 9 
2 0 
Before Lord Hasting's House, i 
"uy 
Enter a Messenger. 7 
N Mes. My lord, my lord! — [knocking, l 
ih Hast. [within.} Who knocks ? 
Mes. One from the lord Stanley. | 
Hast. ſwithin.] What is't o'clock? 
Mes. Upon the stroke of four. 
s Enter HasTixGs. 
11 Gast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious 
ö nights ? 
2 Mes. So it should seem by that I have to say. 


First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 
Hast. And then, — 
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Mes. And then he sends yon word, 
He dreamt to-night the boar had rased his helm; 
Besides, he says, there are two councils beld; 
And that may be determin'd at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at the 
other. 
Therefore be sende to know your lordshiy's 
leasure, — 
If presently you will take horse with him, 
And with all speed post with him toward the 
north, 
To shun the danger tbat his soul divines, 
Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord; 
Bil bim not fear the separated councils : 
His honour, aud myself, are at the one; 
And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby; 
Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us, 
Whereof T 8hall not have intelligence. 
Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting in- 
Stance: 
And for his dreams — IT wonder, he's so fond 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers: 
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 
Were to incense the boar to follow us, 
And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me; 
And we will both together to the Tower, 
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly, 
Mes. I'll go, my lord, and tell him what you 
say. [Extt. 


Enter CAT ES RHI. 


Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord! 
Hast. Good morrow, Catesby; you are early 
stirring : ; 
What news, what news, in this our tottering 
state? 
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Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord; 
And, I believe, will never stand upright, 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 
Hast. How! wear the garland? dost thou 
mean the crown ? 
Cate. Ay, my good lord, 
Hast. I'll have this crown of mine cut from 
my $houlders, 
Before I'Il see the crown so fon] misplac'd. 
But canst thou gueſs that be doth aim at it? 
Cate. Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you 
forward- | 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof: 
And, thereupon, he sends you this good news, — 
That, this same very day, your enemies, 
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 
Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because they have been still my adversaries : 
But, that Vil give my voice on Richard's side, 
To bar my master's heirs in true descent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 
Cate, God keep your lordship in that gracious 
mind } 
Hast. But I sball laugh at this a twelve-month 
hence, — 
That they, who brought me in my master's hate, 
T live to look upon their oe av . 
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 
III send some packing, that yet think not on't. 
Cate. Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it. 
Hast. O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls it 
out 
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and $0 *twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as 
safe 
As thou, and I; who, as thou know'st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 
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Cate. The princes both make high account of 
you, — 
For they account his head upon the bridge. 
Aide. 
Hast. I know, they do; and I have well 
deserv'd it. 


Enter STANLEY. 


Come on, come on, Where is your boar-spear, 
man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 
Stan. My lord, good morrow; — good mor- 
row, Catesby : — 
You may jest on, but by the holy rood, 
J do not like these several councils, I. 
Hast. My lord, 
T bold my life as dear as you do yours; 
And never, ip my life, I do protest, 
Was it more precious to me than 'tis now: 
Think you, but that T know our state secure, 
IT would be so triumphant as I am? 
Stan, The lords at Pomfret, when they rode 
from London, 
Were jocund, and suppos'd their states were sure, 
And they, iudeed, had no cause to mistrust; 
Put yet, your eve, bow soon the day o'er-cast. 
This sudden stab of rancour I mi:doubt; 
Pray God, I say, I prove a needleſs coward! 
W hat, sball we toward the Tower? the day is 
spent. 
Hast. G come, have with you. — Wot 
you what, my lord? | 
To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 
Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear 
their heads, 
Then some, that bave accus'd them, wear their 
hats. 
But come, my lord, let's away. 
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Enter a Pursuivant. 


Hast. Go on before, I'll talk with this good 
fellow. 


[ Exeunt STANLEY, and CATESBY, 


How now, sirrah? how goes the world with 
| thee ? 
Purs. The better, that your lordship please 
to ask. 
Hast. I tell thee, man, tis better with me 
now, 
Than when thou met'st me last where now we 
meet: 
Then was J going prisoner to the Tower, 
By the suggestion of the queen's allies; 
But . tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) 
This day those enemies are put to death, 
And I in better state than ere I was. 
Purs. God hold it, to your honour's good 
content! 
Hast. Gramercy, fellow: There, drink that 
for me. — [throwing him his purse. 


Purs. I thank your bonour. [Exit Pursuivant. 


Enter a Priest.. 


Priest. Well met, my lord; IT am glad to see 
your honour. | 


Hast. I thank thee, good sir John, with all 
my heart. 
J am in your debt for your last exercise; 
Come the next sabbath, and I will content you. 


Enter BuckingGnan, 


Buck, What, talking with a priest, lord 
chamberlain ? 
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Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest; 
Your honour hath no shriving work in hand. 
Hast. Good faith, and when I met this holy 
man, 
The men you talk of came into my mind, 
What, go you toward the Tower? 
Buck, I do, my lord; but long J cannot stay 
there: 
I shall return before your lordship thence, 
Hast. Nay, like enough, for I stay dinner 


there. 
Buck. And supper too, although thou know'st 
1: not. | [ Aside, 


Come, will you go? | 
Hast. VII wait upon your lordship. [Fxeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Pomfret. Before the Castle. 


Enter RArcrrrr, with a guard, conducting vA, 
| SGnxkx, and VAUGHAN to execution. 


Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 
Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell these 
: this, — | 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die, 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 
Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack 
| of you! 5 
A knot you hes of damned blood-suckers. _ 
Vaugh. You live, that shall cry woe for this 
bereafter. 
| Rat. Dispatch; the limit of your lives is out. 
Riv.' O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody 
prison, | | 
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Fats] and ominous to noble peers! 
Within the guilty closure of thy walls, 
Richard the second here was back'd to death: 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 
We give thee up our guiltleſs blood to drink. 
Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon 
our heads, 
When sbe exclaim'd on Hastings, you, and I, 
For standing by when Richard stabb'd ber son. 
Riv. Then cur-'d she Hastings, then curs'd 
she Buckingham, 
Then curs'd she Richard: — O, remember, God, 
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us! 
And for my sister, and her princely sons, — 
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods, 
Which, as thou know'st, unjustly must be spilt! 
Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate. 
Riv, Come, Grey, — come, Vaughan, — let 
us here embrace: 
Farewel, until we meet again in heaven. 


[Exeunt. 


S CEN E IV. 


London. A Room in the Tower. 


Bucxinonan, STANLEY, IIAsTIx ds, the Bishop of Ex x, 
CartresBr, LovrL, and Others, sitting at a tabls: 
Officers of the council attending. 


Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we 
are met 


Is — to determine of the coronation : 

In God's name, speak, when is the royal day? 
Buch. Are all things ready for that royal time? 
Stan, They are, and want but nomination, © 


Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 


- 
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Buck. Who knows the lord protector's mind 
herein? 
Who is most inward with the noble duke? 
Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonezt 
know his mind. 
Buck. We know each other's faces: for our 
| hearts, — 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours; 
Nor I of his, my lord, than you of mine: — 
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love, 
Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me 
well ; 
But, for his purpose in the coronation, 
J have not sounded him, nor he deliver'd 
His gracious pleasure any way therein: 
But you, my noble lord, may name the time; 
And ia the duke's behalf I'll give my voice, 
Which, I presume, he'll take in gentle part. 


Enter GrosrER. 


Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke 
imz elf. 
Glo. My noble lords and cousins, all, good 
morrow : 
J have been long a sleeper; but, I trust, 
My absence doth neglect no great design, 
Which by my presence might have been con- 


cluded. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my 
lord 
William lord Hastings had pronounc'd your 
| part, — 


I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 
Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might 
be bolder ; . 
His lordship knows me well, and loves me 
| well. — 
My 
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My lord of Fi\y, when I was last in Holborn, 

1 saw good stiawberries in your garden the:e; 
1 do beseech you, send for some of them, 

Ely. Narry, aul will, my lord, with al! my 

heart. [Hait Er. 

Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

(takes him aside. 


Catesby hath sounded Iastipgs in our businels; 
Aud finds the testy gentl-man so hot, 
That he will lose his heal, ere give consent, 
His master's child, as worsbipfully he terms it, 
Shall lose the 10yalty of Englands throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, III go with 

you. 
[Fxeunt GrLosrrn, and Buck tN GAM. 


Stan. We have not yet set down this day of 
triumph. 
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden; 
For I myself am not so well provided, 
As else I Would be, were the day prolong'd. 


Re-enter Bishop of Ely. 


Fly. Where is my lord protector? J have sent 
For these stiawberri-s. 
Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth 
this morning; 
There's some conceit or other likes him wel}, 
When be death bid good morrow with such spirit. 
T think, there's ne%r a man in Christendom, 
Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he; 
For by bis face straight shall you know his heart. 
Stan, What of his heart perceive you in his 
face, ; ; 
By any likelibood he shew'd to-day ? 
Tast, Marry, that with no man here he is 
offended ; 
For, were he, he had shewn it in his looks. 
Vol. V. X 
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Re- enter GLosTen, and Buckix GAM. 


Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve, 
That do _conspire my death with devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft; and that have pres aib'd 
Upon my bod) with their bellish charms? 

Hast. The _—_ love I bea your grace, my 

ord, : ; 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To dom the ottend-rs: Whozoe'er they be, 
I 8ay, my lord, they have deserved death. 
Glo. Then 3 your eyes the witneſs of their 
evil, 
Look how I1 am bewitch'd ; behold, mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither'd up: 
And this is Edward's wife, that mon+trous witch, 
Consorte with that harlot, strumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble 


lord, — 
Glo. If! thou protector of this damned 
Strumpet, N 


Talk'st thou to me of ifs? — Thou art 2 
traitor:— : 

Off with bis head: — now, by saint Paul! 
Swear, 

T will not dine until T-8e the same. — 

Lovel, and Catesby, look, that it be done; — 

The rest, that love me, rise, and follaw me, 

; [Exeunt Council, with GLosTER a 
BuckixGuaAn. 


Hast. Woe, woe, for England! not a wh 
for me; | 
For I, too fond. might have prevented this: 
Stanley did dream the boar did ;ase his bein: 
But I disdain'd it, and did scorn to fly. | 
Three times to-day my ftoot-cloth horse dis 
| tumble, 
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And startled, when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As loth to bear me to the slaughter-house. 

O, now I want the priest that spake to me: 

I now repent 1 told the pursuivant, 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies, 

To-day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd, 

And I myself secure in grace and favour, -. 

O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 

Is lighted on poor Hastings wretched head. 
Cate. Dispatch, my lord, the duke would be 

at 'dinner; 

Make a short sbrift, be longs to see your head, 

Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men, 

a Which we 22 hunt for than the grace of 

+ God! | ö 5 

| Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast; 

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 

Tato the fatal bowels of the deep. ; : 
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exclaim. 
Hast. O, bloody Richard! — miserable Eng- 
land! - 


2 IT prophesy the fearfuVst time to thee, 
That ever wretched age hath look'd UPON, — 


Come, lead me to the block, bear him my 
head; 


4 They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. 
y [ Exeunt. 
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: SCENE V. 


The same. The Tower-walls. 


Enter GLosrER, and RUckiN AN, in rusty armour, 
marvellous ill-} avour'd. 


Glo. Come cousin, canst thou quake, and 
chang» thy colour? 
Murder thy brea h in middle of a word, — 
Aud then again begin, and stop again, 
As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror? 


Buck, Tut, I'can counterfeit the deep trage- 
dian; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 
Intending deep suspicion: ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles; 
And both are ready in their offices, 
At any time, to gisce my $tratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone? 
Glo, He i-; and, see, he brings the mayor 
along. 


Enter the Lord Mayor, and CaTEsBy. 


Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. — Lord 
mayor, — | 

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 

Buck. Hark, bark! a drum 

Glo. Catesby, o'erlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we bave sent 
for yo, : 

Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 

Buck. God and our innocency defend aut 
guard us! 


Enter Lover, and Rarcrirr, with HasTinGs's 
| head. 


Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Ratcliff, 
and Lovel. | 
Lov. Here 1+ the tr ad of that ignoble traitor, 
The Cangerons and unsuspected Hastings. 
Glo. So d-ar'l lovid the man, that I must 
weep. 
T rook him for the plainest barmleſs creature, 
That breath'd upon the earth a christian; 
Made him my book, Whertid my soul recorded , 
The history of all her secret tho: ahts: 
So emooth he daub'd his vice wich shew of 
virtue, 
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — 
I m-an, his conversation with Showe's wife, — 
He I:v'd from all sttainder of suspect. | 
Luck, Well, well, he was the covert'st 8heltezy'd 
trai or | 
That ever liv'd. - Look you, my lord mayor, 
Would you imagine, or almost believe, 
(VV ere't not, that by great preservation 
We live to tell it yon.) the subtle traitor 
This day had plotted, ih the council-house, 
To murder we, and my good lord of Gloster? 
May. \Vhat! hail he s0? 
Glo. What! Thin you we are Turks, or infi- 
det: * | 
Or that we won, apain«t the form of law, 
Proceed thus rashly in the «wwllain's death; 
But that the extreme peril of the case, 
The p+ace of Englaud. and our person's safetv, 
Enforc'd us to this execution 7 rs 
May. Now, fair befal you! he deserv'd his 
death; er 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To Warn false traitors from the like attempts. * 


1 


—— 


80 KING RICHARD III. 


T never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with mistreſs Shore. 


Buck, Yet had we not determin'd he should 
die, ” 

Until your lordship came to see his end; 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Somewhat against our meaning, bath | dion 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timorously confeſs 
The manner and the purpose of this trrasons; 
That you might well have __ the same 
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may 
Misconstrue us in bim, and wail bis death. 


May. But, my good lord, your grace's word 
7 shall serve, | 
As well as T had seen, and heard him speak: 
And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 
But TI acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all your just proceedings in this case. 
Glo, And bs that end we wish'd your lordship 
” ere, | 
To avoid the censures of the carping world. 3 

Buck. But since you came too Hate of our intent, 2 
Yet witneſs what you hear we did intend: U 
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewel. | 

5 [ Exit Lord Mayor. 

Glo. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham, 
The mayor towards Guildhall hies Fim in all 
5 ost: — : 
There, at _ meetest vantage of the time, 
Infer the bastardy of Edward's children: 

Tell them, bow Edward put to death a citizen, 
Only for saying — he would. make his son 
Heir to the crown; meaning, indeed, his house, 
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed 80. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, | 
And bestial appetite in change of lust; 
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Which stretch'd unto their servants, daughters, 
| wives, 

Even where his.Jlu-tf:] eve. or «avage heart, 

Without contronl, listed to make his p:ey 

Nav, for a need. thus far come near my person: — 

Tell them when that my mother went with child 

Of that insatiate Edward, noble York. 

M, princely fathe!, then had wars in France; 

And, by just computation of the time, 

Found. that the issue Wa not hi begot z 

Which we'l appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father: 

Yet touch this sparingly, ,as 'twere far cif; 

Because, my lord, you know, my mothe: lives. 
Buck, Doubt not, my lord; I'll play the orator, 

As if the golden fee, for which I plead, - 

Were for myself: and so, my lord adieu. 

2 Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard's 

| castle; FR 

Where you 8ball find me well accompanied, 

With reverend fathers, and well -learned bishops. 
Buck. Igo; and towards three or four o'clock, 

Look for the news that the Gnild-ha!l affords, 

| | [Exit Buckixeuax. 
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& Glo, Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor 
| x Shaw, — | 
Go thou ſto Cat.} to friar Penker; — bid them 
both 


Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard's castle. 
\Exeunt Lover, and Carksbr. 
Now will IT in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence ont of sight; 
And to give notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. 
[Exzeunt. - 
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S CE N E VI. 


A Street. 


Enter a Scrivener. 


Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good lord 
Has+ting: ; 

Which in a et havd fai: ly 18 engroſod, 
That it wav be to- day read o'er in Paul's. 
Aud mark bow well the $6416) bangs together: — 
Eleveu lows | have +»pent to write it over, 
For ye-te1mpht by Cat, by was it sent me; 
The precedent was full as long a doin 
Ani vet within thwse Rve hours Haeting's liv'd, 
Untaut-d, unexamin'd, free, at liberty. 
Here's a good world the while! — Who is 30 


gr' (5, 
That cannot sce this palpable device? 
Yet who so bold, hit says — he sees it not? 


Bad i« the wor'd; and al! will come to novght, 
When such bad — must be seen in thought. 


[Exit. 


4 


SCENE VII. 


The same. Court of Baynard's Castle. 


Enter GLosTER, and BuckincHamM, meeting. 


Co. How now, how now ? what say the 
citizens? 
Buck. Now by the holy 3 of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say ot a word. 


Glo. Tou:h'd you the bastardy of Edward's 
children? 
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Buck. T did; with his contract with lady Lucy, 
And his contract by deputy in France: | 
The insatiate greedin- Is of his desires, 
And his enforcement of the city wives; 
His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy, — 
As being got, your father then in Fiance; 
And bis re-emblance, being not like the duke. 
Withal, J did infer your l:neaments, — 
Beivg the right idea of your father, 
Both in your foim and nobleneſs of mind; 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace, 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility ; 
Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose, 
Untouch'd, or slightly handled, in discourse. 
And, when my oratory grew to an end, 
I bade them, that did love their country's good, 
Cry — God save Richard, England's royal king! 
Glo. And did they 80? 
Buck. No, so Gad help me, they spake not a 
word; 
But, like dumb statues, or unbreathing stones, 
Star'd on each other, and look'd deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them; 
And ask'd the mayor, what meant this wilful 
silence: bh 8 | 
His answer was, — the people were not us'd 
To be spoke to, but by the recorder. | | 
Then he was urg'd to tell my tale again; — 
Thus Said the duke, thus hath the duke infer rd; 
Put nothivg spoke in Wa ant from limselfl, 
When he had done, «ome foll wer of mine own, 
At lower end o' the hall. huild up their caps, 
And some ten voices cy'd, God save king Ki- 
| 1 chard ! 3 5 
And thus I took the vantage of those few, — 
Thanks, gentle cuizens, and friends, quoth LI; 
This general applause, and cheerful shout, 
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Argues your wisdom, and your love to Richard: 


And even here brake off, and came away. 


Glo. What tongveleſls blocks were they; 
Would they not speak? 
Will not the mayor then, and his brethren, 
come? 
Buch. The mayor is here at band; Iutend 
. some fear; | 
Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit: 
And look you get a, prayer- book i: your hand, 
And stand between two churchmen p good my 
lord; : 
For on that ground I'll make a holy descant: 
And be not easily won to our requests; 

Play the maid's part, $t2]] answer nay, aud take it, 
bo. | go; And if you plead as well for them, 
A I can ay nay to thee for myself. 

No doubt we'll bring it to a happy issue. 


Buck. Go, go, up to the leads; the lord mayor 
knocks. | [ Exit GLos 1ER. 


Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens, 


W-'come, my lord I dance attendance here; 
I think, the d ke will not be spoke withal, — 


\ a 
Enter, from the Castle, Carxszx. 


Now, Catesby ? what says your lord to my re- 
quest? 

Cate. He N entreat your grace, my noble 
lord, 

To visit him to-morrow, or next day: 

He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 

Divinely bent to meditation; 

And in no worldly suit would he be mov'd, 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 
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Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious 


duke; 

Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen, 

In deep designs, in matter of great moment, 

No lels importing than our general good, 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 
Cate. I'll signify so much unto him mega. 

a Heit. 
Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an 
Edward ! | 

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 

But meditating with two deep divines; 

Not sleeping, to engroſs his idle body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful soul: 

Happy were England, would this viituons prince 

Take on himself the sovereignty thereof: 

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne'er win him to it. 
May. Marry, God defend his grace should say 

| us nay! | 


Buck. I fear, he will: Here Catesby comes 
again; — 


Re-enter CAT ESB. 


Now Catesby, what says his grace? 

Cate. He wonders to what end you have 
assembled | 

Such troops of citizens to come to him, 

His grace not being warn'd thereof before: 

He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 

- Bnck. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 

Suspect me, that I mean no good to him: 

By heaven, we come to bim in perfect love; 

And 80 once more return and tell his 8 


race. 
| Exit CATBSBY, 
When boly and devout religious men 
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Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence; 
So sweet is zealous contemplation. 


Enter Grlosa xx, in a b.lcony, above, between two 
Bishops. CATESBY rerurns. 


May. See, where his glace ids "tween two 
cler gymen! 
Buck. Two props. of virtue for a christian 
rince, 
To stay him from the fall of vanity: 
Aud, sse, a bo k of Prayer io his hand; 
Tue ornaments to know a he ly man. — 
Femors Plaatagenet, most gracious prince, 
Lend favouiable ear to our requests; 
And rardon us the interruption | 
Of the devotion. ard richt-christian zeal. 
Co. My ford, there reels no such apology; 
T 1#the: do b+seech you- pardon me, 
V\ bo, earnest in the se:viie of my God, 
Neglect ihe visitation of my friends. 
But. laing this, what is your paces pleasure? 
Buck. Even that, L hope; which pleaseth God 
above, 
And all good men of this ungovern'd i le. 
Glo, | do suspect, | have done some offence, 
That >ccms, disgractious in the city's eye; 
Aud that vou come to reprehend my Ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my lord; Would it might 
please your grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault! 
Ce. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian 
land? 
Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you 
resign | 
The supreme sent, the throne majestical, 
The scepter'd office of vour ancestors, 
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 


. 
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The linea) glory of your royal house, 

To the corruption of a blemich'd stock: EY 

Wiler, in the mildneſy of your sleepy thoughts, 

(Which, here we waken to our country's good,) 

The noble isle doth want her proper limbs; 

Her face defac'd with scars of infamy, 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 

And almost z>houlter'd in the swallowing gulph 

Of ark forgerfuin-[- and deep oblivion. 

WW hi h to recure, we hea:tily solicit 

Yr gracious self to take on you the charge 

Aud kingly government of this your land: 

Not as pri tector, Steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another's gain; 

But as »vrccessively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your -mpery, your OWN. 

F r this, consorted with the citizens, 

Your, cy worshipful and loving friends, 

Aud by their schem nt instigation, 

Ju this just suit come | to move your grace. 
Glo. | cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 

Or buterly to «peak in your reproof, 

Best fitteth my degree, or your condition: 

It, not to answer. — you might haply think, 

Tongue-ty'd ambition, not replying, yielded 

To hear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

Which fo:dly you would bere impoie on me; 

If to 1errove you for this wit of yours, 

So seas0u'd with your faithful love to me, 

Thea, on the other side, I check'd my friends, 

Therefore, — to speak, and to avoid the first; 

An then, in speaking, not to incur the last, — 

Definitively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks; but my desert 

Unmeritable, shuns your high request. 

First, if all obstacles were cut away, 

Aud that my path were even to the crown, 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth; *' 
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Yet 80 much is my poverty of spirit, 
So mighty, and 80 many, my defects, 
That 1 would rather hide me from my great 


nels, — ; 
Being. a bark to brook no mighty sea, -— 111 
Than in my greatnels covet to be hid, 1 
And in tbe vapour of my glory smother'd. = Fr 
But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me; * 1 


(And, much I need to help you, if need were; 
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 
Which, mellow'd by the stealing hours of time, 

Will well become the seat of Majesty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign, 

On bim I lay what you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars, — 

Which, apr tay ak that I should wrivg from 
im! : 

Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your 

race; 

But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, 

All circumstances well considered. 

You say, that Edward is your brother's son; 

So say we too, but not by Edward's wife: 

For first he was contract to lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives a witneſs to his vow; 

And afterwards by substitute betroth'd 

To Bona, sister to the king of France. X 

These both put by, a poor petitioner, KF 

A care-c:az'd mother to a many sons, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow, 

Even in the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 

To base declension and loath'd bigamy: 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our manners call — the 
rince. : 


More bitterly could I expostulate, 
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gave that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 

Th u, good wy 1rd. take to your royal cell 
This profter'd benefit of dignity; 

If not to bleſs us and the land withal, 

Ye! to draw torih your noble ancestry 
Fiom the ers of abusing time, 

Unto a lineal tue-derived course. 


May. Do, g od my lord; your citizens entreat 
you. 
Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer'd 
love. 
Cate. O, make them joyful, grome their lawful 
suit. 
Glo. Alas, why wonld you hon those cares 
on me? 
Jam unfit for state and majesty : — 
I do beseech you, take it not amiſs; 
I cannot, nor | will not yield to you. 


Buck. If you refuse it, — as in love and zeal, 
Loth to depose the child, your b:other's son; 
As well we know your tenderneſs of heart, 
And gentle, kind, ' efteminate remorse, . 
wht we have noted in you to your kindred, 
And equally, indeed, to all estates, — 

Yet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no, | 
Your broiher's son shall never reign our king; 
But we will plant some other in the throne, 
To the disgiace and downfal of your house. 
And, in this re-olution, here we leave you; — 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 


[Exeunt BuCkixGuan and Citizens. 


Cate. . Call them again, 8Weet priuce, accept 
their suit; 


If vou deny them, all the land will rue it. 


Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares? 
Well, call them again; I am not made of stone, 
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T? 1 


But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [Exit Car, | | 
Albeit against my conscience and my soul. — | 


Re-enter Bucrxixonam, and the rest. 


Cousin of Buckingham, — and sage, grave men, .. iſ 
Since yon will buckle fortune on my back, * 
To beer her burden, whe'r I will, or no, 79 
] must have patience to endure the ad: 
But if bla k scandal, or fovl-fac'd reproach, SS Er 
Attend the sequel of your 1M pOSItLON, 1 
Your mere enforcement sbal! acynittance me | 
From all the impure blots aad stains thereof; 1 
For God he knows, and you may partly see, | 
How far I am from the desire of this. 
May. God blels your grace! we see it, and will 
say it. 
Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth, 
Buck. "Then I salvte you with this royal title, - 
Long live king Richard, England's worthy king! 
All. Amen. 
Buck. Jo- morrow may it please you to be 
D crown'd ? | 
Glo. Even when you plexes, since vou will 3 
have it so. 0 
Buck. To- morrow then we will attend your 
. race; =: 
And so, most joyfully, we'take our leave. X 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again: — 
[To the Bishops. 


Farewel, good cousin; — farewel, gentle friends. 
U xeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE IL. 


_ 


* 


Before the Tower. 


1 Enter, on ons Side, Queen EL1zABErH, Dutcheſs of / 
Vork, and Marquis of Donxszr; on the other, AN NR 


Dutcheſs of Gloster, leading Lady Margaret PLAN- 
TAGENET, Clarence's Young daughter. 


Dutch. Who meets us bere? — my niece Plan- 
tagenet, | 10 
Led in the kink of her kind aunt of Gloster? 
Now, for my life, she's wand'ring to the Tower, 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince, — 
XZ Daughter, well met. : 
Anne. God give your graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day! | 
. O. Eliz. As much to you, good sister! Whither 
1 away ? (vg 
% . Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I T0 
? gueſs, jk 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves, 
To gratulate the gentle princes there, 
0. Eliz. Kind sister, thanks; we'll enter all 
together: | | 


Later Baanzunvar, . v 


And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the prince, and my young son of York? 
Brak. Right well, dear madam: By your 
patience, - | 
I may not suffer you to visit them 8 : 
Vol. V. Y 
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The king bath strictly charg'd the contrary, 
. Eliz. The king! who's that? 
Brak. I mean, the lord protector. 
O. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that king. 
ly title! 
Hath he set bounds between their love, and me! 
1 am their mother, Who shall bar me from 
them ? 
Dutch. I am their father's mother, I will see 
them. 
Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
mother : 
Then bring me to their sights; III bear thy 
blame, 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 
Braak. No, mailam, no, I may not lea-e it so;“ 
I am bound by oath, and tberefoie pardon me. 
[ Exit BxzakexBuY, 


Enter STANLEY. 


Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour 


- hence, 
And I'll salute your grace of Yo k as mother, 
And reverend looker-on, of two fair queens. — 
Come, madam. you must straight to Westminster, 
[ To the dutcheſs of Gloster. 


There to be crowned Richaid's royal queen. 
O. Fliz. Ah, cut my lace asunder! 

That my pent heart may have some scope to beat, 

Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 
Anne. Despightful tidings! O'unpleazing news! 
Dor. Be of good cheer: — Mother, how fares 

your grace? | 
O. Elix. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee 
| one, 
Death aud N dog thee at the heels; 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children: 


— % Wd „ 


If thou wilt out-strip death, go croſs the seas, 

A-d live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 

Go, hie thee, bis rhee from this slaugbter- house, 

Lest thou increase the number of the dead; 

And make me die the tha ] of Margaret's curse. 

Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted queen, 
Stan, Full of wise care is this your counsel, 

madam: — 

Take all the swift advantage of the hours; 

You shall have letters from me to my son 

Tn your behalf, to meet you on the way: 

Be not ta'en tardy by unwi-e delay. 

Dutch. O iil-dispersing wind of misery! — 
O my accursed womb, the bed of death; 

A ockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whose unavoided eye is murde- 018 ! 

Stan. Come, madam, come; I in all haste was 

sent. 

Anne. And I with all unwillingneſs will go. — 
O. would to God, that the inclusive verge | 
Of golden metal, that must round my brow, 
Wee red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom; 

And die, ere men can say — God save the queen! 

O. Elis. * go, poor soul, I envy not thy 

ory; | 
To feed my 3 wish thyself no harm. 
Anne, No! why? — When he, that is my 
husband now, 
Came to me, a+ l follow'd Henry's corse; | 
When scarce the blood was well wasb'd from 
his hands, i | 
Which issu'd from my other angel busbaud, 
And that or" __ which then I weeping fol- 
ow'd ; . 
O, when, Lay, I look'd on Richard's face, 
This was my wish, — Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd, 
For making me, 50 young, $0 old à widow ! 
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And, when thou wed'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed, 
And be thy wi e (if «ny be so mad) 
More miserable by the life of thee, 
Than thou hast made me by my dear lord's death! 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again, 
Even in so short a «pace. my woman's heart 
Grolsly grew captive to his honey words, WH 
And prov'd che subject of mine own soul's curse? 
Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest; 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 
But with his timorous dreams was still awak'd. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick; 
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

O. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu; I pity thy coun 

plaining. 
Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn 
for yours. 
Dor. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of glory! 
Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak'st thy leare 


| of it! 
Dutch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune 
guide thee 1 3 [ To Dorset. 
Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend 
| thee! — [To Anne. 
Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possels 
| thee! (To C. Elis 


T to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me: 

Eighty odd years of sorrow bave | seen, 

And each hour's joy wreck'd. with a week of 

| teen. r 
O. Eliz. Stay yet; look back, with me, unto We 

the Tower. — | 

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes, 
Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls! 

Rough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 

Rude ragged nurse! old sullen play-fellow 
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For tender princes, use my babies well): 
So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewe). 
| | [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


A Room of State in the Palace. 


Flourish of trumpets. Richard, as king upon his throne z 
Buckincnam, CATESBY, a Page, and Others. 


K. Rich. Stand all apart. — Cousin of Bucks 
| ingham, — ul aps 
Buck. My gracious sovereign. | 
K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus bigh, by 
thy advice, ä 
And thy assistance, is king Richard seated:— 
But shall we wear the-e # Waun for a day? 
Or hall they last, and we rejoice in them? 
Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them last! 
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the 
touch, 
To try if thou he current gold, indeed: — | 
Young Edwaid lives; — Think now what 1 
would speak. 
Buck, Say on, my loving lord. | 
K. Rich, "INTO 2 ILsay, I would be 
| ing. | 
Buck. UN — you are, my thrice · renowned 


iege. 
K. Rick, Ha! am I king? "Tis 80: but Edward 
lives. | 
Buck. True, noble prince. . 
K. Rich O bitter consequence, 4 
That Edward still should live, — true, noble 
5 prince! — IP 
Cousin, thou vast not wont to be 80 dull: 
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Sball T be plain? I wisb the bastards dead; 
And I would bave'it snddenly perform'd, 
VW bat +ay'st thou now ? speak suddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure. 
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindneſ 
| freezes: ; 
Say, have T thy consent, that they shell die? 


Buck, Give me some breath, some little pause, 
dear Jord, | | 


Before 1 positively speak in this; 


Iwill resolve your grace immediately, [Fxit.Bvcx, 
Cate. The king is angry; see, be gnaws his 


lip. [ Avide, 
EK. Rich. I will converse with iron-wirted fools, 
[descends fr om his throne, 


And unrespective boys; none are for me, 
That look into me with considerate eyes: — 
mg reaching Buckingham grows cucumspect. - 
oy, — 
Page. My lord, 
K. Rich, Know'st thou not any, whom cor- 
rupting gold 
Would tempt unto a close exploit of death? 
Page. | know a discontented gentleman, 
Whose bumble * match not his baughty 
mind: ; 
Gold were as good as twenty orators, . 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing, 
K. Rich What is his name? 
Page. His name, my lord, is — Tyrrel, ; 
K. Rich, I partly know the man; Go, call bim 
hither, boy. — (Exit Page. 
The deep-revolving witty Buckingbam | 
No more shall be the neigbhour to my counsels: 
Hath he so long held out with me untir'd, 


0 


And stops he now for breath? — well, be it 


* 
* 


50, — " 


Enter STANLEY. 


How now, lord Stanley? what's the news? 
Stan. Know, my loving lord, | 
The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in'the parts where he abides. 
K. Rich, Come hither, Catesby: rumour it 
abroad, 
That Anne my wife is very grievous sick; 
I will take order for her keepinp close. 
Enquire me out some mean-born g-ntleman, _ 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence* daughe 
ter: — et a6 
The boy is foolish, and T fear not him. — 
Louk, bow thou dream'st! — I ay again, give 
out, 
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die: 
About it; for it stands me much upon, 


Io stop all bopes, Whose growth may damage 


me. — [¹ãZãEæit CaTESBY» 
J must be marry'd to my brother's daughter, 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glaſs:— 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her! 
Unce tain way of gain! But T am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
'Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye, — 


Re-enter Page, with Tyner, 


Is thy name — Tyrrel P- + 4 BY 
Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient 
subject. 


K. Rich, Art thou, indeed? | 
- Tyr, Prove me, my gracious lord. | 
K, Rich, Dar'st thou resolve to kill a friend of 


mine ? 


Tyr. Please you; but I had rather kill two 
enemies, | 


%, 
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ä enemies, 
Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers, 
Are they that I would bave thee deal upon: 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards iy the Tower. 
Tyr. Let me have open means to come to 
| them, 
And soon I'Il rid you from the fear of them. 
K. Rick. Thou sing'st sweet musick. Hark, 
come hither, Tyrrel; | 
Go, by this token: — Rise, and lend thine ear: 
[ WV hispers, 
There is no more but so: — Say, it is done, 
And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tyr. I will dispatch it straight, [ Exit, 


Re-enter Bucxincnanm. 


Buck. My lord, I have consider'd in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 
K. Rick. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to 

Richmoud. 
Buck. T hear the news, my lord. 
K. Rick. Stanley, he is your wife's 80n:— Well, 
l look to it. 
Buck, My lord, I claim th 
promise, x 

For whicb your honour and your faith is pawn'd; 
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables, 
Which you have promised I shall possels 
EK. Rick. Stanley, look to your wife; if she 

| convey | 
Letters to Richmond, you sball answer it. 
Buck. What says your highnels to my just ro- 
| | uest? _ | 

K. R ch. 1 do remember me, — Henry the 

| sixth 4 : 

Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king, 


| gift, my due by 
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When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 
A king! — perhaps — | 
Buck My lord, — 
K. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not 
| at that time 
Have told me, I being by, that T should kill bim? 
Buck. My lord, your promise for the earl- 
dom, — | 
R. Kick. Richmond! — When last I was at 
Exeter, | 
The mayor in courtesy shew'd me the castle, 
And call'd it — Rouge-mont; at which name, I 
started; 5 
Because a bard of Ireland told me once, ; 
I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 
Buck. My lord, — 
K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock ? 
Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in 
mind | 
Of what you promis'd me. 
K. Rich. Well, but what's o'clock ? 
Buck. Upon the stroke of ten. 
K Rick. Well, let it strike. 
Buck. Why let it strike? 
K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thou keep'st 
the stroke | 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
Jam not in the giving vein to-day. 
Buck. Why, then resolve me whe'r you will, 
or no. 
K. Rick, Thou troublest me; T am not in the 
vein, [Exeunt K. Ricn. and Train, 


Buck. Ts it even 80? repays he my deep service 
With such contempt? made I him king for this? 
O, let me think on Hastings; and be gone 


To Brecknock, while my fearful bead is on 


[Exit. 
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s G E N E III. 
The same. 


Enter TYRRELL. 


Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done; 
The most arch deed of piteous massscre, 
That ever vet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton. and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthleſs butchery, 
Albeit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs, 
M-iting with tenderneſs and mild compassion, 
Wept like two children, in their deaths' sad 
SIO v. 
O thus, quoth I1ghton, lay the gentle babes, — 
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms: 
Th-ir lips were four red roses on a stalk, 
Which, in their summer beauty, kiſsd each other, 
A book of prayers on their pillow lays \ 
IW hick once, quo:h Forrest, almost cliang d my 
mind ; | 
But, O, the devil — there the villain stopp'd; 
When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature, 
That, from the prime creation, &er she fram'd.— 
Hence both are gone with conscience and 
remorse, | 
They could not speak; and so I left them both, 
'To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 
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And here he comes; — All health, my sovereign 
ET lord! 3 
K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel! am I happy in thy 
| news? 
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Tyr. If to bave done the thing you gave in 


charge 


Beget yonr happineſs, be happy then, 


For it is done. 
K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead? 
Tyr. I did, my lord. 
K. Rick And E gentle Tyrrel? - 


Tyr. The ebaplain of the Tower bath buried 


them; 
But where, to say the truth, I do not now. a 
R. Rich, Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after 
supper, 
When thou shalt tell the proceſs of their death. 
Mean time, but think how 1 may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy desire. 
Farewel. till then. 
Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 


K, Rich, n son of Clarence have I pen'd 
close; 
His Adiaglitie 1 meanly have T match'd in marriage; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham's bosom, 
And Anne my ES. hath bid the world good 
night. 

Now, for I A 775 the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter, 
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown, 
To der go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 


Enter CATESBY, 


Cate. My lord, — 
K. Rick. Good news or bad, that thou com'st 
in so bluntly ? 
c ate, Bad news, my lord; Morton is fled to 
Richmond ; | 
And Buckingnam, back'd with the bardy 
Welsbmen, 
Is in the field, and still his power encreaseth. 
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K. Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me mo. 
near, 
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength. 
Come, — I have learn'd, that fearful EY He 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay; 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac' d beggary: Tt 
Then firy expedition be my wing, E. 


Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king! 

Go, muster men: My counsel is my shield; 

We must be brief, when traitors brave the eld, 
0 LExeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


The same. Before the Palace, 


* 
AY „ 
IS." Ca W ERS 
1 


Enter Queen Mancaner. = Y 
0. Mar. So, now prosperity be ins to mellow 8 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 5 1 
Here in these confines slily bave 1 lurk'd, = 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. | 
A dire induction am 7 witnels to, 1 


Aud will to France; hoping, the consequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 


Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who comes * 
here? | I | 


Enter Queen EL1izABETH, and the Dutcheſs of 


: © 7 F 


O. Eliz. Ah, my, my poor | lads! ah, my 
tender babes! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing 8weets ! 
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy wings, 
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And hear your motber's lamentation! 6 
O. Mar. * about her; say, that right for 
right 
Hath dimm'd . infant morn to aged night. 
Dutch. So many miseries have craz'd my voice, 
That my woe weraried tongue is still and mute. — 
Edward Plantsgenet, why art thou dead? 
OC. Mar Plamagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for F.dward pays a dying debt. ö 
O. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such 
entle lambs, | | 
And throw them in the entrails of the wolf? 
When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was 
done? 


O. Mar. When holy Harry dy'd, and my sweet 


son. 
Dutch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal- 
living ghost. ; 
Woe's scene, worlds shame, grave's due by life 
usurp'd, 3 ; 
Brief abstract and record of tedious days, 
Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth, 
[ Sitting down. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 
O. Eliz. Ah, that thou would'st as soon afford 
a grave, | 
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat; 
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here! 
Ab, who hath any cause to mourn, but we? 


¶ Sitting down by ker. 


O. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of seniory, HER 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 

If sorrow can admit society, | E 

[Sitting down with them. 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine; — 
I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him; 
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T had a husbaud, till a Richard kill'd him: 
Thou hadst an Edward, till,a Richard killd him; 
Thou had-t a Richard, till a Richard kill'd him, 
Dutch. 1 boy a Richard too, and thou didst kill 
| him; 
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him. 
0. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Ri. 
chard kilPd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb bath crept 
A hell-bound, that doth hunt us all to death; 
That dog that had bis teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood; 
That foul detacer of God's handy work; 
That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 
That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 
Thy wonb let loose, to chase us to our graves, — 
O upright, just, and true-disposing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 8-2 
Preys on the is8ue of his mother's body, 
And makes her pue-fellow with others' moan! 
Dutch. O, Harry's wife, triumph not in my 
woes; | 
God witneſs with me, I have wept for thine. 
O. Mar. Bear with me; I am hungry for re- 
venge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward; 
Thy other Edward. dead, to quit my Edward; 
Young York he is but boot, because both they 
Match hot the high perfection of my lol. | 
| Thy Clarence he 1s dead, that stabh'd my Edward; f 
1 And the beholders of this tragick play, | 
| The adultetate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Unt:mely smother'd in their dusky graves. 
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer ; 
Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls, 
' And send them thither: But at band, at band, 
Ensues his piteous and unvitied end: 
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KING RICHARD III. 105 
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray, 
To have him suddenly convey'd from hence; — 
( ance] his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live to say, The dog is dead! 
O. Eliz. O, thou didst prophesy, the time 
would come, | 
That T should wish for thee to belp me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd toad. 
O. Mar. I call'd thee then, vain flourish of my 
fortune; a 
T call'd thee then, poor shadow, painted queen; 
The presentation of but what T was, 
The flattering index of a direful pageant, 
One beav'd a high, to be hurPd down below: 
A motber only mock'd with two fair babes; 
A dream of what thou wast; a garish flag, 
To be the aim of every dangerous shotz 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 
Where is thy husband now? where be thy bro- 
thers? ' 
Where be thy two sons? wherein dost thou joy? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says — God save the 
neen ? h 
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee? 


Where he the througing troops that follow'd 
thee? 


Declir.e all this, and see what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 
For one being sued to, one that humbly sues; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care: 
For one that scorn'd at me, now scorn'd of me; 
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one; 
For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 
Thus bath the course of justice wheel'd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time; 


Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 
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To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didst usurp my*place, And dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden'd. yoke; 
From which even here | slip my wearied head, 
And leave the burden of it all on thee. 
' Farewel, York's wife, — and queen of sad mis- 
chance, — _ 4 
These English woes sh 
France. | 
O. Eliz. O thou well skill'd in curses, stay a 
while, . 
And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 
O. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, end fast 
the day; 
Compare dead bappineſs with living woe; 
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, 
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is: 
Bettering thy loſs, makes the bad causer worse; 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 
VO. Eliz. My words are dull, O, quicken them 
| with tbine! | 
O. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and 
pier ce like mine, (Exit O. Man. 


Dutch. Why should calamity be full of words? 

O. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client woes, 

Airy $ucceeders of intestate joys, 

Poor breathing orators of miseries! 

Let them have scope: though what they do im- 

art 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 
Dutch, If 80, then be not tongue - ty d: go with 

me, 

And in the breath of bitter words let's smother 

My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smo- 
ther'd. . [ Drum, within 


J hear his drum, — be copious in exclaims. 


* 


all make me smile in 


Enter 
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Enter King RicuanD, and his Train, marching. 


K. Rick. Who intercepts me in my expedition ? 
Dutch, O, she, that might have intercepted 
thee 
By strangling thes in her accursed womb, 
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast 
| done. 
O. Eliz. Hid'st thou that forehead with a golden 
crown, 
Where should be branded, if that right were 
ö right, 
1 The slaughter of che prince that ow'd that crown, 
; And the dire death of my poor sons, and brothers? 
T 
7 
5 


— 


, 


| ell me, thou villaio-sJave, where are my children? 
3 brother Clarence ? 


And little Ned Plantagenet, bis son? 
VO. Eliz, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Grey ? 
Dutch. Where is kind Hastings r 
K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets! — strike alarum, 
: drums ! 
A Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed: Strike, I say. — 
% | Flourich. Alarums. 
> Fither be patient, and entreat me fair, | 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations, 
Dutch. Art thou my son? 
K. Rick. Ay; I thank God, my father, and 
yourself. | | 
Dutch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 
K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your con- 
5 dition, | G 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 
Dutch. O, let me pseak. 
K Rick, Do, then; but Til not hear. 
Vol. V. 2 


Dutch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy 
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* 


Dutch T will be mild and gentle in my words. 
K. Rick. And brief, good mother; for I aw in 
haste. 
Dutch. Art thou 80 hasty? I have staid for 
thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony, 
K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort 
you ? 
Dutch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it 
well, 
Thou cam'st on earth to make the earth my hell, 
A grievous burden was thy birth to me; 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy; 
Thy school - days, frightful, desperate, wild, and 
furious; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ven- 
turous; 
Thy age confirm'd, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody, 
More mild, but yet more harmtu], kind in batred: 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 
That ever grac'd me in thy company ? 
K. Rich. Faith, none, but Humphry Hour, that 
call'd your grace 
To breakfast once, forth of my company. 
If ] be so disgracious in your sight, 
Let me march on, and not offend you, madam. — 
Strike up the drum. 
Dutch. | pr'ythee, hear me speak. 
K. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 
Dutch. Hear me a word; 
For I sball never speak to thee again. 
K. Rich. So. | 
Dutch, Either thou wilt die, by God's just or- 
dinance, | | 
Fre from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse; 
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Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 

Than afl the complete armour that thou wear'st! 

My prayers on the advense party fight; 

Aud there the little souls of Edward's children 

Whisper the spirits of thine enemies, 

And promise them succels and victory! 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end; 

Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death-attend. 

[Err it. 
0. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much leſs 
spirit to curse 
Abides in me; I 8ay amen to ber. [going. 


K. Rich. Stay, madam, I must speak a word 

with you. 

O. Eliz. T have no more sons of the royal blood, 
For ihee to murder: for my daughters, Richard, — 
They shall be praying nun, not weeping queens; 
And therefore, level not to hit their lives. 


K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd — Eliza» 
beth, | | 


Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 


209 


O. Eliz. And must she die for this? O, let her 


live, 
And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty; 
Slander myself, as fal-e to Edwatd's bed; 
Th: ow over her the veil of infamy : 
So she may live unscar''d of bleeding slaughter, 
I will confels she was not Edward's daughter. 
K. Rick. Wrong not her birth, sbe is of royal. 
| blooi | 
O. Eliz. To safe her life, III say — she is 
not so. 8 
K Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 
O. Fliz. And only in that safety dy'd her 
brothers. 8 
K. Rich, Lo, at their births good stars were 
opposite. 
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O. Fliz. No, to their lives bad friends were 
contrary. 
R. Rick. All unavoided is the doom of destiny. 
O. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes 
destiny : 
Me babes were destin'd to a fairer death, 
If g ace bad bleſs'd thee with a fairer life. 
K. Rich. Yo": speak, as if that I had slain my 
cousins. 
O. Eliz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle 
| cozen'd ; 
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life, 
Whose hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts, 
Thy bead, all indirectly, gave direction; 
No doubt the murderous knife was dull and 
blunt, | 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 
To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 
But that till use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thy ears not naue my boys, 
Till that my nails were anchoi'd in thine eyes; 
Aud J, in such a desperate bay of death, 
Like a poor bark, of sail and tackling reft, 
Rusb all to pieces on thy rocky bo-om. 
K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprize, 
And dangerous snuccels of bloody wars, 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd! 
O. Eliz. What good is cover'd with the face of 
heaven, 
To be discover'd, that can do me good? 
K. Rich. The advancement of your children, 
| gentle lady. ET 
O. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their 
heads ? 
K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of for · 
| tune, | 


The high imperial type, of this earth's glory. 


8 a 4 L Ms" = —F * 2 ? 
G2 Ne © = 
ce A af 3 Tc 8 8 us 
4, # oF xZ* "4 Ta» . | 
. 


& "IRA "I la; 4 
om 24 q 
„ 


3 

* 

er 

4 
: | 
d 


* 


KING RICHARD III. 111 


Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it; 
Tell me, what state, what dignity, what honour, 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine? 


K. Rich. Even all I have; ay, and myself and 


all, 
Will T withal endow a child of thine; 
So in the Letbe of thy angry soul 


Thou drown the sad rememb:ance of those 


wrongs, 
Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 
O. Elis. Be brief, lest that the proceſs of th 
| kindneſs | 
Last longer telling than thy kindneſs date. 
R. Rich, Then Enemy that, from my soul I love 
thy daughter. 
O. Eliz, My daughter's mother thinks it with 
her soul. 
K. Rich. What do yon think? 
O. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter, 
from thy soul: | 


So, from thy soul's love, didst thou love ber 


brothers; ; 
And, from my heart's love, I do thank thee for it 
K Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my 
meaning : | 
I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 
O. Eliz, Well then, who dost thou mean shall 
be ber king? 
K. Rich. Even he, that makes her queen; Who 
else should be? 
O. Eliz. What, thou? 
R. Rich. I. even I: What think you of it, 
madam ? | 
O Eliz. How canst thou woo her? 
X. Rich. That I would learn of you, 
As one being best acquainted with her humour. 
O. Elis. And wilt thou learn of me? 
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K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 
0 Elis. Send to her, by the man that slew her 
brothers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave, 
Edward, and York; then, haply, will she weey; 
Therefore present to her, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, ste-p'd in Rutland's blood, 
A bandkerchief; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brother's body, 
And hid her wipe her weeping eyes ayithal. 
Tf this inducement move her not to love, 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds; F 
Tell her, thou mad'st away ber uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers; ay, and, for ber sake. 
Mad'st quick conveyance with her good aunt 
Anne. 
K. Rich. You mock me, madam; this is not 
the way : 
To win your. daughter. R- 
v: F.liz. There is no other way; | | 
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Unlel, thou chuld'st put on some other sbape, 
And not be Richard that hath done al! this. : 
K. Rick. Say, that I did all this for love of 
her? | 
O. Eliz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose | 
but hate thee, & 
Having bought love with such a bloody 5poll, 
K. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now 
amended 
Men «hall deal unadvised!y sometimes, 
Wh:itk aiter-hours give leisure to repent. 
T: | did take the kingdom from your sons, 
To make amends, l' give it to your daughter 
If I bave kih'd the issue of your womb, 
To quickea your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter. 
A grand=n's name is little leſs in love, 
Than is the doting title of a mother; 
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They are as children, but one step below, 

Even of your meitle, of your very blood; 

Of all one pain, — save for a night of groans 

Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 

Your children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 

The loſs, you have, is but — a son being king, 

And, by that loſs, your daughter is made queen. 

J cannot make you what amends I would, 

Therefore accept such kindneſs as I can. 

Dorset your son, that, with a fearful soul, 

Leads di-contented steps in foreign soil, 

This fair alliance quickly shall call home 

To bigh promotions and great dignity: 

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter — 
wife, 

Familiarly sball call thy Dorset — brother; 

Again shall you be mother to a king, 

And all tbe ruins of disfreſsfu] times 

Repair'd with double riches of content, 

V har! we have many goodly days to see: 


The liquid d:ops of tears that you have shed, 


Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl; 

Advantaving their loan, with interest 

Of ten-times-double gain of happineſs. 

Go then; my mother, to thy daughter go; | 

Make bold her bashful years with your ex- 
perience ; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale; 

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame 

Of golden sov'reignty; acquaint the princeſs 

With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys: 

And when this arm of mine hath chastised 

The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed; 

To whom I will retail my conquest won, 

And she shall be sole victreſs, Caesar's Caesar. 
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O. Eliz. What were I best to say? her father, 
brotber 2 7 0 
Would be her lord? Or shall I say, her uncl? 
Or, he that slew her brothers, and her uncle? 
Under what title sball | woo for thee, 
That God, the law. my honour, and her loye, 
Can make seem plea-ing to her tender years? 
K. Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this al- 
liance. 
O. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with still 
lasting war. 
K. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may com- 
mand, entreats. 
O. Fliz. That at her hands, which the king's 
King forbids, 
K. Rich. Say, she shall be a bigb and mighty 
neen. 
O. Fliz. To wail the title, as her mother doth, 
K. Rich. Say, I will love her evetlastingly. 
O. Eliz. But how long shall that title, ever, 
last ? ; 
K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's 
end. 
O. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet 
life last? | 
K. Rich, As long as heaven, and nature, 
lenghtens it. 


O. Eliz. As long as hell, and Richard, likes 


of it. 3 

K. Rich. Say, I, her sov'reign, am her subject 
low. 

O. Eliz. But she, your subject, loaths such 
sov'reignty. 


K. Rich. Be eloquent in my bebalf to her. 
O. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being 
| plainly told. 
K. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell ber my 
loving tale. 
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O. Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a 
style. 
R. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and 
too quick. 
O. Elis. O, no, my reasons are too deep and 
dead ; — ; 
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves. 
K. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam; 
that is past. 
O. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I, till heart- 
strings break. 
K. Rich. Now, by my george, my garter, and 
a my crown, — 
O. Eliz, Profau'd, dishonour'd, and the third 
usurp'd. 

XK Nich. I swear. 

O. Eliz. By nothing; for this is no oath. 
The george, profan'd, bath lost his holy honour; 
The garter, blemish'd, pawn'd bis knightly 

virtue; | 

+ The crown, usurp'd, disgrac'd his kingly glory: 

If something thou wouldst swear to be believ'd, 

Swear then by something that thou hast not 
wrong'd. 

. Rich. Now by the world, — 

. Fliz, Tis full of thy foul wrongs, 

Rich, My father's death, — 

Eliz. Thy life hath that dishonour'd. 

Rich, Then, by myself, — 

Eliz. Thyself is self.-mis- us'd. 

Rich. Why then, by heaven, — 

. Eliz. God's wrong is most of all. 

F thou had'st fear'd to break an oath by him, 

The unity, the king thy brother made, 

Had not been broken, nor my brother slain. 
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The imperial metal, circling now thy head, 


Had grac'd the tender temples of my child; 


If thou bad'st fear'd to break an oath by him, 
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So thre I in my dangerouf attempt 


Day, yield me not thy light; nor, night, thy 


Be opposite all planets of good luck 


I teuder not thy heauteous princely daughter! 
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And both the princes had been breathing here, 
Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dust, 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms, 
What canst thou swear by now? 
K. Rich. By the time to come. 
0. Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the time 
o'er-pait; © 
For I myself have many tears to wa+h 
Hereafter time, for time past, wrong'd by thee, + 
The children live, whose parents thou hast \ 
Slaughter'd, | * 
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their ace: = « 
The parents live, whose children thou hat 
butcher'd, . 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. * 
Swear not by time to come; for that thou hast, 
Mizns'd ere ud. by times ill-us'd o'er-past. 
K. Rich. As I intend ro prosper, and repent! 


Of hostile arms! myself myself confound! 
Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours! 


rest! 


To my proceeding if, with pure heart's love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 


Jn her consists my happineſs, and thine; 
Withont her, follows to myself, and thee, 
Herself, the land, and many a christian soul, 
Death, desolation, ruin, and decay: 

I cannot be avoided, but by this; 

It will not be avoided, but by this. 
Th-refore, dear mother, (I must call you 30, 
Be the attorney of my love to her: 
Pi-ad what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my deserts, but what I will deserve: 
U:ge the necessity and state of times, 
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And be not peevish found in great designs. 


0. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 
K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do 
ood. 
0. Fliz. Shall I forget myself, to be myself? 
K. Rich. Ay, if your self's remembrance wrong 
ourself. 
O. Eliz. But thou didst kill my children, 
K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury 
them: 
Where, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed 
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture. 
O. Elis. er y go win my daughter to thy 
wil 
K. Rick. And be a happy mother by the deed. 
O. Eliz, I go. — Write to me very sbortly, 
And you shall understand from me her mind. 
K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kils, and $0 
: farewel. | 
kissing her. Exit Queen EL12ABETHs 


Relenting fool, and shallow, changing — woman! 


How now? what news? 
Enter RArcrirr; CarTtessy following, 


Rat. Most mighty sovereign, on the western 
coast 
Rideth a puissant navy; to the shore 
Throng many donbtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm'd, and unresolv'd to beat them back: 
"Vis thought, that Richmond is their admiral; 
And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them a+hbore. 
K. Rich. Some light-frot friend post to the 
duke of Norfolk; — 
Ratcliff, thyself, — or Catesby; where is he? 
Cate, Here, my good lord. | 
EK. Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke. 
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Cate. I will, my lord, with all convenient 


haste. 
RK. Rick. Ratcliff, come hither; Post to Salis. 
; bury ; 
When thou com'st thither, — Dull unminify 
| villain, 10 Catesby. 
Why stay'st thou here, and go'st not to the 
duke ? 


Cate, First, mighty liege, tell me your high. 
neſs* plea suse, 
What from your grace I sball deliver to him. 
K. Rich. O, true, good Catesby; — Bid him 
levy straight 
The greatest strength and power he can make, 
And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 


Cate. I go. [Tecit. 
Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at 
| Salisbury ? 


K. Rich. Why, what would'st thou do these, 
before I go? 


Rat, Your highnels told me, I should post 


before. 
Enter STANLEY. 


K. Rich. My mind is chang'd. — Stanley, what 
news with you? 
Stan. None good, my liege, to please you 
| with the hearing; 
Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. 


K. tuck, Heyday, a riddle! neither good, nor 
bad! 


What need'st thou run 80 many miles about, 
When thou may'st tell thy tale the nearest way? 
Once more, what news? 


Stan. Richmond is on the seas. 
K. Rich, There Jet him sink, and be the seas 
on him! 
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White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there? 
Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by 
guels. 
K. Rich. Well, as yon guels? 
Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, and 
Morton, 
He makes for Kugland, here to claim the crown. 
K. Rich, Is the chair empty? is the sword 
unsway'd ? mu | 
Is the king deal? the empire unposseſs'd ? 
VW hat heir of York is there alive, but we? 
And who is England's king, but great York's 
heir? 
Then, tell me what makes he upon the seas? 
Stan. Uulels for that, my liege, I cannot 


gueſs, 
K. Rick, Unleſs for that he comes to be your 
li-ge, | 
You cannot gueſs wherefore the Welshman 
comes. 


Thou wilt revolt, and fly to bim, I fear. 
Stan. No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust me 
not. 


K. Rick. Where is thy power then, to beat 
him back? 


Where be thy tenants, and thy followers? 
Are they not now upon the western shore, 
Safe- conducting the rebels from their ships? 
Stan, No, my good lord, my friends are in 
the north. | 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me: What do they 
in the north, 
When they should serve their sovereign in the 
west ? 
Stan, Wai pave not been commanded, mighty 
ing : 
Pleaseth your — to give me leave, 
TU muster up my friends; and meet your grace, 
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Where, and what t:me, your majesty shall please. 
R. Rich Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to 
join with Richmond: 
I will not trust you, Sir, 
Stan. Most mighty soversign. | 
You have no -_ to hold my friendship doubt. 
ful ; 
I never was, nor never will be false. 
K. Rich, Well, go, muster men. But, hear 
you, leave behind 
Your son, George Stanley: look your heart be 
rm, 
Or else his head's assurance is but frail, 
Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to 


you. [Exit STAxLEr, 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. My eg sovereign, now in Devon - 
Shire. ; 

As I by friends am well advertised, 

Sir Eiwa'd Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 

B hop of Exeter, his elder brother, 

With many more confederates, are in arms. 


G Enter another Messen ger. 


2. Mes. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are 
in arms; | 

And every hour more competitors 

Flock to the rebels, and their power grows 

strong. 


Enter another Messenger. 


| 8. Mes. My lord, the army of great Bucking- 


ham — 
K. Rick. Out on ye, owls! nothing but songs 
of death ? [He strikes him. 
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There, take thou that, till thou bring better 
news, 

3. Mes. The news I have to tell your ma- 

| esty, 

Js, — that, by — FR floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is di-per'd and scatter'd; 
And he himself wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. 

K. Rick. O, I cry you mercy: 
There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advised friend proclaim'd 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in? 

5. Mes. Such proclamation hath been made, 

my liege. 


— 


Enter another Messenger. 


4. Mes. Su Thomas Lovel, and lord marquis 
Dorset, | 
'Tis said, my liege, in Vork hire are in arms. 
But this good comfort bring 1 to your high- 
neſs, — | 
The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest: 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, seut out a boat 
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks, 
If they were his assistaats yea, or no; 
Who answered him, they came from Bucking- 
ham 
Upon his party: he, mistrusting them, 
Hois'd sail, and made his coutse again for Bre- 
tagne. 
K. Rick. March on, march on, since we are 
up in arms; * 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home. 


— 


Enter CAT ESB. 


Cate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is 
taken, 
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If by the way they be not fought withal. 
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That is the best news; That the earl of Rich, 


mond | H 
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, IT. 
Is colder news, but yet they must be told, F. 


K. Rich, Away towards Salisbury; while we 
reason here, 
A roval battle might be won and lost: — 
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury; — the rest march on with me. 


. | 2 * 2 | * 
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[Exeunt, 8 
SCENE v. ; 
A Room in Lord Stanley's House. E 
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Enter STANLEY, and Sir Christopher UnswWIck. 


Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 
me: — 
That, in the «ty of this most bloody boar, 
My son Geo:ge Stanley is frank'd up in bold; 
If | revolt, ff goes young George's head; 
The fear of that withholds my present aid. 
But, tell me, where is princely Richmond now? 
Chri. At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford - west, in 
Wales. 
Stan, What men of name resort to him? 
Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier; 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley; 
Oxford, redoubred Pembroke sir James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew; 
Aud many other of great fame and worth: 
And towards London do they bend their course, 


2 2 


Stan. Well, hie thee to thy lord; commend 
| me to him; 


Tell him the queen hath heartily consented 
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He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter. 
These letters will resolve him of my mind. 
Fare wel. ü 

[gives papers to sir Christopher. Exeunt, 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


Salisbury. An open Place. 


Enter the Sheriff, and Guard, with BuckixoHAM, Jed 
to execution. 


Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with 
him? 7 
Sher. No, my good lord; therefore be patient. 
Buck. Hastings, and Edward's children, Rivers, 
Grey, 
Holy king Henry, and thy. fair son Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried 
By underhand corrupted foul injustice; 
Tf that your moody discontented souls | 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour, 
Even for revenge mock my destruction! — 
This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not? 
Sher, It. is, my lord. 
Buck, Why, then All-Souls' day is my body's 
doomeday. 
This is the day, which, in king Edward's time, 
I wish'd might fall on me, when | was found 
False to his children, or his wife's allies ; 
This is the day, wherein I wish'd to fall 
By the false faith of bim whom most J trusted; 
This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul, 
Is the determin'd respite of my wrongs. 
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That bigh All-seer which I dally'd with, 

Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my bead, 

And given in earnest what | begg'd in jest. 

Thus duth he force the swords of wicked men 

To turn their own points on their masten 
bosoms: : 

Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck, — 

When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart un 


Sorrow, 


Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the gue « 
blame. [Exeunt BuckixGnay, etc, 


SCENE II. 


Plain near Tamworth. 


Enter, with drum and colours, PircumonD, Oxrorn. 
Sir James BLUNT, Sir Walter IIERBERT, and Ott, 
with forces, marching. 


Richm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving 
| friends, | | 
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march'd on without impediment; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 

The wretched, bluody, and usurping boar, 
That spoil'd your summer fields, and fruitfu 
vines, 

Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes 
his trough 

In your embowell'd bosoms, — this foul swine 

Lies now even in the centre of this isle, 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn: 


4 En 
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From Tamworth thither, is but one day's march, 
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 
BZ To tap the barvest of perpetual peace 
EZ By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 
* Orf. Every man's conscience is a thousand 
__ 8words, 
To ſight against that bloody homicide. 
Herb, 1 doubt not, but his friends will turn 
4 to us. * 
Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends 
; for fear; | , 
Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him. 
© Kick. All for our vautage. Then, in God's 
: name, march: 
4 True hope is »wift, and flies with $swallow's 
: wings; 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings, 
N 1 [Exeunt, 


SCENE IN 


Bosworth Field. 


j Enter King R1cuanRD, and forces; the Duke of Non 
s FOLK, Earl of SURREY, and Others. 


K. Rick. Here pitch our tents, even here in 
* Bosworth field. — | 
= My lord of Surtey, why look you so sad? 
Sur. My nr is ten times lighter than my 
ooks. 


EK. Rich, My lord of Norfolk, — 
Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; Ha! 
must we not? = 
Nor, W N both give and take, my loving 
or | 
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3 Rick. Up with my tent: Here will T lie 9. 
night; [Soldiers begin to et up ile 
king's tent. 
But where to-morrow? — Well, all's one for 
| that. — 
Who hath descry'd the number of the traitors? 


Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmog MW + So! 
power. | = | 
K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that 40 Su 
count: 1 
Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength, 1 An 
Which they upon the adverse faction want. — 3 
Up with the tent. — Come, noble gentlemen, An 
Let us survey the vantage of the ground; — ae 
Call tor some men of sound direction: — 3 
Let's want no discipline, make no delay; Le 
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exem In 
Enter, on the other side of the field, Ricnnoxn, 
Sir Willam Bnax DOS, Oxronp, ond other En 
lords. Some of the soldiers pitch Ricunosys We 
Tent, 


Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set, i | 
And, by the bright track of his firy car, £ It' 
Gives token of a goodly day to morrow. — 


Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my stan- Si 
ard. — 19 


Give me some ink and paper in my tent: — 
I'Il draw the form and model of our battle, 
Limit each leader to his several charge, 

And part in just proportion our smal. power. 
My lord of Oxford, — you, sir William Bur. 
don, — p 
And you, sir Walter Herbert, stay with me: — 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment; — - 
Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him, 
And by cke second hour in the morning 


Us 
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Desire the earl to see me in my tent: — 
EZ Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me; 
Where is lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know? 
PP Blunt Unleſs I have mista'en his colours much, 
= (Which, well Jam a«sur'd, I have not done,) 
His regiment lies half a mile at least 
South from the mighty power of the king. 
Richm If without peril it be possible, e 
Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak 
4 with him, 
And give him from me this most needful note. 
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, VI] undertake it; 
> And so, God give you quiet rest to-night! 
- Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt. Come, 
3 gentlemen, 
© Let us consult upon to-morrow's businels ; 
In to my tent, the air is raw and cold. 
N [They withdraw into the tent. 
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Enter, to his tent, King Renan, NorFoOLK, Rar- 
| CLIFF, and CATESBY. 


K. Rich. What is't o'clock ? 
Cate, It's supper time, my lord; 
It's nine o'clock. | 
K. Rich. I will not sup to-night, — 
Sire me some ink and paper. — ; 
MW bat, is my beaver easier than it was? 
And all my armour laid into my tent? 
Cate. It is, my liege; and all things are in 
rea tine ſ-. 
K. Rich. Good Not folk, hie thee to thy charge; 
Use careful watch. choose trusty sentinels. 
Nor. I go, my lord. 
K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Norfolk. N 
Nor. IT warrant you, my lord. (Exit, 
K. Rick. Patcliff, —» | 
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Rat. My lord? 
K Rich. Send out a pursvivant at arms 
To Stanley's regiment; bid bim bring his power 
Before snn-rising, lest his son George fall D 
Into the blind cave of eternal night, — 80 
Fill me a bowl of wine: — Give me a watch: 
[ To Catesby, 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow, — 
Look that my +taves be sound, and not toe 
| heavy. | 


Ratcliff, — 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. R. Saw'st thou the melancholy lord Nor 
| thumberland? 

Rat. Thomas the carl of Surrey, and himself, 
Much about cock-«hut time, from troop to troop, 
Went through the army, cheering up the soldien, 

K. Rich, L am satisfy'd. Give me a bowl of 

wine: 
T have not that alacrity of spirit, 
Nor cheer of mind, that | was wont to have. 
So, set it down. — ls ink and paper ready? 

Rat. Ir is, my lord. | 

K. Rich, Bid mv guard watch; leave me. 
About the mid of night, come to my tent 3 
And help to arm me. — Leave me, I «ay. 11 
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[King RrcuarD retires into his tents Exeunt 1 
RKRArcrirr, and CATESBY. f ) 
Richmond's Tent opens, and discovers him, and 1 
his officers, etc. F 

Enter STANLEY. | 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm! 
Richm. All comfort that the dark night can af- | 


ford, 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! 
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Tell me, how fares our loying mother? 

Stan, I, by attorney, bleſs thee from thy 

mother, | 

Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
So much for that. — The silent hours steal on, 
And flaky darkneſs breaks within the east. 
In brief, for so the season bids' us be, 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning; 
And pat thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody stroke, and mortal-staring war. 
J. as I may, (that which | would, I cannot,) 
With best advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this dovbtful shock of arms: 
But on thy side I may not be too forward, 
Lest, being seen, thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his father's sight. 
Farewell: The leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 


Which 80 long sunder'd friends should dwell 


| upon; . 
God give us leisure for these rites of love! 
Once more, adieu: — Be valiant, and speed well! 
 Richm, Good lords, conduct him to his regi- 
ment: 
PI! strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap; 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow, 
When I should mount with wings of victory: 
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 
(Exzeunt Lords, etc. with STANLEY. 
O Thou! Whose captain T account myself, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye; 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries\ | 
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 
That we may praise thee in thy victory ! 
To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 
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180 KING RICHARD III. 


Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes; 
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend ine still! 

| | | [ Sleeps, 
The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry th, 


Sixth, rises between the two tents, 


* 


Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to. 


morrow! (to K. Richard, 
Think, how thou stab'dst me in my prime of 
youth 


At Tewksbury; Despair therefore, and die! — 
Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged souls 
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf: 

King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee, 


The Ghost of King Henry the Sixth rises, 


Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body 
[to K. Rich, 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes: 
Think on the 'Vower, and me; Despair, and die; 
Harry the sixth bids thee despair and die! — 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror! 
to Richm, 
Harry, that prophesy'd thou should'st be king, 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep; Live, and 
flourish. : 


The Ghost of Clarence r1ises. 


Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-mor- 

rowy! [to K. Rich. 

I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death! 

To- moro in the battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgeleſs sword; Despair, and die! — 

Thou offspring of the house of Lancaster, 

[to Richm. 
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The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 
Good angels guard thy battle! Live, and flourish! 


The Ghosts of Bivers, Grey, and Vaughan, rise. 


Riv, Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 


(to K. Rich. 
Rivers, that dy'd at Pomfret! Despair, and die! 
Grey. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul 


despair! [to K. Rich. 
Vaug hi. Think upon Vaughan; and, with guilty 
fear, | 


Let fall thy lance! Despair, and die! — 
[ſto K. Rich. 
All. Awake! and think, our wrongs in Rich- 
ard's bosom [to Richm. 
Will conquer him; awake, and win the day! 


The Ghost of Hastings rises. 


Ghost. Bloody aud guilty, guiltily awake; 
— . ſto K. Rich, 
And in a bloody battle end thy days! 
Think on lord Hastings; and despair, and die! — 
Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake! 


[to Richm. 
Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England's sake! 


The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 


Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smother'd in th 
Tower; 7 
Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, sbame, and death! 
Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair and die. — 
Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in 
Joy 3 | | 
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy ! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings! 


Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish, 


132 RING RICHARD III. . 


The Ghost of Lady Anne ries. 
Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne 
t thy | wife, 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, 
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations; 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy. edgelels sword; Despair, and die! 
Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep; 


[to Richm, 
Dream of succeſs and happy victory; 


Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee. 


The Ghost of Buckingham rises. 


Ghost. The first was I, that help'd thee to the 
crown ; [to K. Rich. 
The last was I, that felt thy tyranny: 
O, in the battle think on Puckingbom, 
And die ia terrour of thy guiltineſs! 
Dream on, dream on, of bloady deeds. and death; 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath! 
4 ay'd for bope, ere I could lend thee aid: 
[to Richm, 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not di«may'd: 
God, and good angels, fight on Richmond's side; 
And "Richard falls in beight of all his pride. 
[The Ghosts vanich. King Richard starts out 
of his dream. 
K. Rich. Give me another horse, — bind up 
my wounds, — 
Have mercy, Jesu! — Soft; 1 did but dream. — 
O coward conscience, how dost thou afllict me! — 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear? myself? there's none else by: 
Richard Joves Richard; that is, I am I. 
Is there a murderer here? No; — Yes; IT am: 
Then fly, — What, from myself? Great reason: 
Why? 
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KING RICHARD III. 133 


Lest T revenge. What? Myself upon myself? 
Alack 1 love myself. Wherefore? for any good, 
That 1 myself bave done unto myself 

O, no: alas, I rather hate myself, 

For hateful deeds committed by myself, 

] am a villain: Yet I lie, I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well: — Fool, do not 
| flatter. 9 16 

My conscience hath a thonsand several tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a several tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 
Perjury, perjury, in the bighest degree, 
Murder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree; 


All several sins, all us'd in each degree, 


Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty! guilty! 
I hall despair. — There is no creature loves me z 
And, if I die, no soul will pity me: — 

Nay, wherefore should they? since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself. f 
Methought, the souls of *n that T had murder'd 
Came to my tent; and every one did threat 
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard, 


* 


Enter RATCLIFEF. 
Rat. My lord. — 
K. Rich. Who's tbere? 
Rat. Ratcliff, my lord; 'tis I. The early vile 
lage cock 
Hath twice done salutation to the morn; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 
K. Rick. O, Ratcliff, I have dream'd a fearful 
a dream! — 
What think'st thou? will our friends prove all 
true? | | 
Rat. No doubt, my lord. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, T fear, — 
Rat. Nay, 2 my lord, be not afraid of sha- 
OWS. | ' 
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154 KING RICHARD m. s 


K. Rich, By the apostle Pau), shadows to-night 
Have struck more terrour to the 80ul of Richard, 
Thau can the substance of ten thousand soldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me; 
Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper, 

To hear, if auy mean to sbrink From me. 
| (FE xzeunt K. RicuarD, and RATcHirr. 


k, aa 


SW oy mg 


Richmond wakes. Enter Oxronp, and Otbers, 


Lords, Good morrow, Richmond. | 
Richm. Cry mercy lords, and watchful gen» 
a tlemen, | g 
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here. 
Lords. How have you slept, my lord? 
Rickm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding 
dreams, ö 5 
Thot ever enter'd in a drowsy head, 
Have I since your 1 hed, my lords. 
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard 
murder'd. | 
Came to my tent, and cry'd — On! victory! 
I promise you, my heart is very jocund 
In the remembrance of so fair a dream, 
How far into the morning is it, lords? 
Lords. Upon the stroke of four. X 
- Richm, Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give di- 
rection. — [He advances to the troops. 
More than I heve said, loving countrymen, 
The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on; Yet remember this, — 
God, and our good cause, fight upon our side; 
The pravers of holy saints, and wronged souls, 
Like high-rea!'d bulwarks, stand before our faces; 
Richard except, those, whom we: fight against, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide; 
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One rais'd in blood, and one in blood establisb'd; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 
Aud slaughter'd bose that were the means to help 
bim; 8. ä 
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's chair, where he is falsely set; 
One that hath ever been God's enemy: 
Then, if you fight against God's enemy, 
God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers; 
If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 
You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain; 
If you do fight against your country's foes, 
Your country's fat sball pay your pains the hire; 
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, | 
Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 
If you do free your children from the sword, 
Your childrens' children quit it in your age. | 
Then, in the name of God, and all these rights, 
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords: 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt PAs: 
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face; 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The least of you shall share his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully ; 
God, and saint George! Richmond, and victory! 
[Exeunt, 


Re-enter King Ricnany, RAxrcrirr, Attendants, 
and Forces. 


KR. Rich. What said Northumberland, as touch» 
ing Richmoud ? | 

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 

K. Rich. He said the truth: And what said 
Surrey then? 

Rat. He smil'd and said, the better for our 
Purpoze. 

K. Rich, He was i'the right; and so. indeed, 

„ Clock strikes. 
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Tell the clock there. — Give me a calendar. 
Who saw the sun to-day? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 5 | 

K. Rich. Then he disdains to sbine; for, by 

; the book, 

He should have brav'd the east an hour ago: 
A black day will it be to somebody. — 
Ratcliff, — - 

Rat. My lord ? 'P 

R. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day; 
The sky doth frown and lour upon our army, 
I would. these dewy tears were from the ground, 
Not shine to-day! Why, what is that to me, 
More than to Richmond? for the self- same 

heaven, 

That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him. 


4 


Enter NoR TOLL. 


Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in 
the field. J 

K. Rick. Come, bustle, bustle; — Caparison 
my horse; — 


Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring bis power: — 


1 will lead forth my soldiers to the plain 
And thus my battle shall be ordered. 


My foreward shall be drawn out all in length, 


Consi-ting equally of horse and foot; 


Our archers shall be placed in the midst: 
Jobn duke of Norfolk, Thomas ear] of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 


They thus directed, we will follow 


In the main battle; whose puissance on either 
side 5 
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 
This, and saint George to boot! — What think'st 
| thou, Norfolk ? | 
Nor. A good direction, warlike s0vereign- -— 
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This found I on my tent this morning. 
| [giving a gcroul. 
K. Rich. Jocky of Norfolk, be not too * , 
| reads. 
For Dickon thy master is bought and sold. 
A thing devised by the enemy. — 
Go, gentlemen, every man uato his charge: 
Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls; 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 


Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe; 


Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our 
law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell; 
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. — 
What shall say more than I have infer'd ? 
Remember whom you are to cope withal; — 
A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and run-aways, 


A scum of Britons, and base lackey peasants, * 


Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth 

To desperate adventures and assur'd destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest; 

You having lands, aud blest with beauteous 
wives, 

They would restrain the one, distain the other, 

And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 

Long kept in Britaine at our mother's cost? 

A milk-sop, one that never in his life 

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow? 

Let's Whip these stragglers o'er the seas again z 

Lash hence these over-weening rags of France, 

These famish'd beggars, weary of their lives; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd them- 
selves: X 

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Britons; whom our fathers 

Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and 
thump'd, 
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And, on record, left them the heirs of shame, 
Shall these enjoy our lands? Jie with our wives! 
KAavish our davghters? — Hark, I hear th; 
drum. [Drum a far off 
Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeomtt! 
Draw, archers, d:iaw your arrows to the head! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves! — 


Enter a Messenger. 


Wbat says lord Stanley ? will he bring his power? 
Mes. My lord, he doth deny to come, 
K. Rich Off with his «on George's head. 


« 0 **. 
5 2 N * „ * "- 7 - I Y 5. ox 3 ts * K 1 
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Nor. My lord. the enemy is paſs'd the march; ? 

After the battle let George Stanley die. ; 
K. Richi. A thousand hearts are great within * T1 
my bogom : 3 

Advance our standards, set upon our foes; | 

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saipt George, 4 


Inspire us with the spleen of firy dragons: 
Upon them! Victory sits on our helms. {Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
Another part of the field. 


Alarum, Excursions. Enter NorroOLK, and forces; te 
| him CaTtesBr. © Ki) 
Cate, Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, 
rescue! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Daring an opposite to every danger; | | 
His horse is slain, and all on foot be fights, bs 


Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death: Si. 
Rescue, fair lord, ,or else the day is lost! 8 

Alarum, Enter King RIC UuARD. I p 

K. Rick. A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a $4 


borse ! 3 T 


Cate, : 


KING RICHARD m. 159 
Cate. Withdraw, my lord, I'll belp you to a 


horse. 
K. Rich, Slave, | have set my life upon a cast, 
Ad M tand the NMazard of the dye: 
# ] think, there be six Nichmonds in the field; 
fe have 1 gain to-day, instead of him: — 
EZ A uotse! a horse! my kingdom for a hore! 


[E reunt. 


* Alarums, Enter King Ricnarr and Ricnmonn; 
SF and cacunt fig 2htng. Retreat, and flourtsh, Then 
enter Rien MOND 87 ANLEY, bearing the crown, 
uith divers other Lords, and Forces. 


Richm. God, and your arms, be praiv'd, victo- 
Tipus friends; 
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead. 
i Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
acquit thee! 
5 Lo, here, these long-usurped rovalties, 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal ; 
| . Wear 1 * enjoy it, and make much of 1 It. 
Kichm. 8 God of heaven, say, amen, to 
all! — 
4 But. tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 
Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester 
town ; 
| Whither, if it please you, we may now with. 
raw us. 
Richm. What men of name are slain on either 
side? 
Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord 
Ferrers, 
| Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir William Brandon. 
Rich. Interr their bodies as becomes their 


births. 
J Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled, 
That in submission will return to us; 
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And then, as we bave ta'en the sacrament, 
Ve will unite the white rose and the red; 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, ' 
That long hath frown'd upon their enmity! — 
What traitor hears me, and says not, — amen? 
England hath long been mad, and scarr'd hersck 
The brother blindly shed the brother's blood, 
The father rasbly <laughter'd his own son, 
The son, compelFd, been but-het to the site; 
All this divided York and Laucaster, 
Divided, in their dire division. — 
O. now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true succeeders of each royal house, 
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together! 
And let their heirs, (God, if thy will be so, 
Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac'd peace, 
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days! 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That would reduce these bloody days again, 
And make poor England weep in streams of blood! 
Let them not live to taste this land's increase, 
That would with treason wound this fair aud 
| peace ! 
Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again; 
That she may long live here, God say — Amr: 
a [LExceunt 
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KING HENRY VIII. 5 


+ + THIS historical drama comprises a period of 
twelve years, commencing in the twelfth year of King 
He: rv's reign, (15%1,) and ending with the christening 
of Elizabeth in 1833. Shakspeare has deviated from 
hi<t-ry in placing the death of Queen Catharine before 
the birth of Elizabeth, for in fact Catharine did not 
die till 1536. 

King Henry VIII. was written, I believe, in 1501. 

Dr. Farmer in a note -n the epilogne observes 
from Stowe, that „Robert Greene had written some- 
thing on this story“; but this, J apprehend, was not 
a play, but some historical account of Henry's * 
written not by Robert Greene, the dramatick poet, but 
by some other person. In the list of „anthors ont of 
whom Stowe's Annals were compiled,” prefixed to the 
Is -diti n printed in his life time. quarto, 1605, Ro- 
bert Greene is enumerated with Robert de Brun. Ro— 
bert Fabian, etc. aud he is often quoted as an authority 
tr la-ts in the margiu of the history of that reign. 
MALons. . 


8 

1 . 
_ 

= _ 


- a _ OT. -- co te 
* — 


* 
Ka 


— < 
” — — — 


n 
Ag. = 


*-> „ 


-m 
— — 


* 


— —- * 
o 
2 


— — 
— 


_ 


: 
— 
7 
WO” 
Lf 


2 


— — 
N th. — 
—— 1 = 
"nin Ann, 


ps 
TS — 

- — m4 * 1 

. = = — 


= NR 
> hy 


TIE i 


— 


* T * 
Roo Ig 
— 

— — 


Pp 2 
— 228 
>, 


* — 
— 


- 
— 


+» © * —— 
n 
* 4 - 1 = 3 ho 


— 


d . 5 
—— A e 


r 
Sas, 7 = : 


— — — 


The ficst and bappiest hearers of the town, 


P R OL OGU E. 


T come no more to make you laugh; thing 
now, 8 | 

That bear a weighty and a serious brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe, 

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now present. Those, that can pity, here 

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear; 

The subject will deserve it. Such, as give 

Their money out of bope they may believe, 

May here find truth too. Those, that come to 
see | 

Only a show or two, and 80 agree, 

The play may paſs; if they be still, and will 
ing, PTA 

FI unfertake, may see away their chilling 

Richly in two short hours. Only they, 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 

A noise of targets; or to see à fellow 
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| In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 


Will be deceiv'd: for, gentle hearers, know, 
To rank our chosen truth with such a show 
As fool and figbt is, beside forfeiting 
Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring, 
(To make that only true we now intead,) 
Will leave us never an understanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodneſs' sake, and as you ate 
known 
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PROLOGUE. 


Be sad, as we would make ye: Think, ye see 
The very persons of our noble story, 


As they were living; think, you see them great, 
And follow'd with the general throng, and sweat, 


Of thousand friends; then, in a 2 see 
How scon this mightineſs meets misery! 
And, if you can be merry then, I'll say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. 
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Persons Represented, 


King Henry the Eighth. 

Cardinal Wolsey, Cardinal Campeius. 

Cavpucins, Ambassador from the Emperor, Charles y. 

Craumer. Archbishop of Canterbury. / 

La of Norfolk. Ve of Buckingham. 

Jute of Suffolk. Earl of Surrey. 

Leo Chamberlain. Lord Chancellor, 

Gardiner, Bichop Winchester. 

Bishop of lL.incolu. Lord Abergavenny. Lord Sand; 

Sir Henry Guildford. Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. Sir Nicholas Vaux. 

Secretaries ty Wolsey. 

Cromwell, Servant to Wolsey. a 

G1iithth, Centleman-Usher, to Queen Catharine, 

Tree other Gentlemen, 

Doctor Butts, Physician to the King. 

Garter. Hing at Arnis. 

Surrey or to the Duke of Buckingham. 

Brandon, and a Serjeant at ums. 

Door-i:ceper of the Council- Chamber. Porter, and bit 
Man. 

Page to Gardiner. A Cryer, 


Oueen Catharine, wife to King Henry; afterwards di. 
vorued : | 

Anne Bullen. her maid of honour; afterwards (ueen. 

An void Lady. friend to Anne Bullen. 


Patience, I uman to Vueen Catharine. 


Several Lords and Ladies in the dumb hows; IJ omen 
attending upon the (Jueen; Spirits, which appear 
to her; Scribes, Officers, Guards, and other At- 

 tendaunts. | | 


SCENE, chiefly in London, and Westminster; once, 
at Kumbolton, 


CY 1 3 % 
„ = N oP Py 
e 


e 


e eee 


* 


* 


9 
e 


* 
—— 
— - 


— 


* — Hee -> Ara 
ONS Foe r «* * - 


— 
-- 
—_—y 


* 
_ —— n 
2 — 2 n 
. — FR — 


- 8 
E 2 


a 


p 4 
e 


he e Et 54 


+ 
<1 
DT OO 


-ACTI. SCENE I. 


* 
— 
b 
_— _— 


6 
wn 
j * 

0 


London. An Antechamber in the Palace. 


Enter the Duke of NorrortKx, at one door; at the 
5 other, the Duke of BuckiN HAM, and the Lord 
ABEKRGAVENNY. 


Buck. (300D morrow, and well met. How 
| have you done, | 

Since last we saw in France? 

Nor. I thank your grace: 
Hea'thful, and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 

Buck. An untimely ague 
Stay'd me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men, 
Met in the vale of Arde. 
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All clinquant all in gold, Eke beathen gods, 


| Wa- cry'd incomparabl-; and the ensuing night 13 


8 ING HENRY vit. 
Nor. Twixt Guines and Arde: 
J was then present, saw them salute an horte. 


back; J 
' Bebeld them, when they lighted, how they clun 
In their embracement as they grew together; In 
Which bad they, what four thron'd ones could V 
have weigh'd | WW 


Sach a compounded one ? 

Buck. All the whole time 
I was my chamber's prisoner. 

Nor. Then you lost 7 
The. view of earthly glory: Men might say, 
Till this time, Wk was single; but now mar: 

ry 

To one above itself. Fach following da 
Became the next day's ma ter, till the last 
Ma'ie former wonders it's: To-day. the French, 


Shone down the English; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain, India: every man, that stood, 
Shew'd like a mine. Their dwarſish pages were 
As chern bins, all gilt: the madams too, 

Tot us'd to toil, did almost sweat to bear 

The pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a painting: now this mask 


Maile it a fool, and beggar. The two kings, 

F.qual in lustre, were now best, now worst, 

As presence did present them; him in eye, 

Still him in praise: and, being present both, 

"Twas said, they saw but one; and no discerner 

Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these 
suns n 

(For so they phrase them) by their heralds chal 
en 

The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 

Beyond thought's compaſs; that former fabulous 
story, 
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| Being now seen possible enough, got credit; 


That Bevis wos believ'd. 

Buck. O, you go far. 

Nor. As I belong to worship, and affect 
In honour honesty, the rract of every thing 


Would by a good discourser lose some life, 


To eminent assistant, but, spider-like, 


Which action's self was tongue to. All was | 


royal; 

To the disposing of it nonght rebell'd, 
Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Buck, Who did guide, 
T mean, who set the body and the limbs 
Of this great sport together, a« you guels ? 

Nor. One, certes, that promises no element 
In such a businefl., 2 


Beck. 1 pray you, who, my lord? 


Nor. All this was order'd by the good dis- 


cretion : 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. | 
Buck, The devil speed Lim! no man's pye is 
free'd 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in these fierce vanities? I wonder, 
That such a ke-ch can with bis very bulk 
Take up the rays o' the beneficial sun, 
And keep it from the earth. | 
Nor. Surely, sir, 
There's in bim stuff that puts him to these ends: 
For, being not propp'd by ancestry, (whose grace 
Chalks successors their way,) nor call'd upon 
For bigh feats done to the crown; neither ally'd 
Out of his self-drawing web, be gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way; 
A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the king. | 
Aber. I 6annot tell 
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Of all the gentry; for the most part such 
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10 KING HENRY vim. a 


What heaven hath given him, let some grrm For 
Pierce into that; but I can see his pride 
Peep through each part of bim: Whence has by 
that? 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard; 
Or haz given all before, and he begins 
A new Pell in him elf. 
Buck. Why the devil, 
U on this French going-out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o' the king. to appoint 
Who sbould attend on him? He makes up thy 
file 


Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon: and his own letter, 
The Lonourable board of council out, 
Mut fetch bim in he papers. 

Aber. I do know 
Ninsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 
B this so sicken'd heir estates, that never 
They hall abound A formerly. 

Buck. O, many 
Have broke their backs with laying manors on 

them a 

For this great journey, What did this vanity, T 
But minister communication of 4 
A most poor issue? E 

Nor. G:ievingly I think, 4 
The peace between the French and us not values 
The cost that did conclude it. 

Buck. Every man, 
After the hiveous storm that follow'd, was 
A thing inspir'd ; and, not consulting. broke 
Into a general prophecy, — That this tempest, 
Dacbing the garment of this peace, aboded 
The sudden beach on't. 


Nor. Which is budded out; 


KING HENRY VIII. 12 
For France hath flaw'd the league, and hath at- 
0 tach'd | 


Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux. 
Aber. Is it therefore 

Tu- ambassador is silenc'd? 
Nor. Marry, is't. 


At a superfluous rate! 

| Buck. Why, all this busineſs 

Our icver-nd cardinal carry'd, 

Nor. Like it your grace, k 

>> The state takes notice of the private difference 

Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you, 
(And take it trom a heart that wishes towards you 

Honour and plenteous safety,) that you read 
The cardioal's malice and his potency 

Together: to consider further, that ; 

hat bis high hatred would effect, wants not 


bat he's revengeful and I know, his sword 
z Hath a sharp edge: it's long, and, it may be said, 
It reaches far; and where 'twill not extend, 
+ Thithe: he darts it. Bosom up my counsel, 
> You'll fiud it wholesome. Lo, where comes that 
5 : rock, 
* That I advise your shunning. 


Enter Cardinal Wor.3er, (the purse borne before 


kim, ) certain of the guard, and two Secretaries 
with papers. The Cardinal in his passage fia eth 
his eye on Buckingham, and Buckingham on him, 
both full of diudain. 


Mol. The duke of Buckingbam's surveyor ? ha? 
Where's his examination ? 
I. Secr. Here, sa please you. 
Mol. Is he in person ready? 
I. Secr. Ay, please your grace. 


Aber. A proper title of a peace; and purchas'd 


A minister in his power: You know bis nature, 
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TI follew, and out-«tare him. 


15 KING HENRY VIIL - . 


Wol. Well, we shall then know more; In 
Buckingham N 15 
Shall lessen this big look. = NM: 
: [Ezeunt Wos, and . If 
Buck. This butcher's cur is venom- mouth Or 

and 1 | | 

Have not "”— power to muzzle him; therefor, 
est 


Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book 
Out-wortbs a nsvle's blood. 
Nor. What, re you chaf'd ? 
Ask God for | Ek that's the appliance 
only, 
Which your disease requires. 
Buck.” T read in his looks 
Matter against me; and his eye revil'd 
Me, as bis abject object: at this instant 
He bores me with some trick: He's gone to the 


king; 


Nor. Stay, my lord, 
And let your reason with your choler question 
What 'tis you go about: To climb steey: bills, 
Requires slow pace at first: Anger is like 
A full-bot borse, who b-ing »lyw'd bis way, 
Self-me:tle tires him. No a man in Eaglaud 
Can advise me like you be to yourself 
As you would to your fiiend, * 
Buck, I'll to the bing; 
And f:om a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow's insolence; or proclaim, 
There's difference in no pers0ns. 
Nor. Be advis'd; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself: We may out-run, 
By violent swiftneſs, that which we run at, 
And loze by over-running. Know you not, 
The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o er, 


KING HENRY VIII. 15 


In seeming to augment it, wastes it? Be advis'd: 


] +ay again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself; 


If with the sap of reason you would queuch, 


Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck, Sir, 
Lam thankful to you; and I'll go along 
By your prescription: but this top-proud fellow, 
(\V hom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
From sincere motions.) by intelligence, 
And proofs as clear as founts in July, when 


* We see each grain of gravel, I do know 


To be corrupt and treasonous. 
Nor. Say not, treasonous. 
Buck. To the king III say't; and make my 
© vouch as stron - 
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both, (for be is cqual ravenous, 
As be is subtle; and as prone to mischief, 
As able to perform it: his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 
Only to sbew his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the inter view, 
That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a glaſs 
Did break i' the rinsing. 
| Nor. Faith, and soit did. 
Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning 
cardinal 
The articles o' the combination drew, 
As himself pleas'd; and they were ratify'd, 
As he cry'd, Thus let be: to as much end, 
As give a crutch to the dead: But our count- 
cardinal | 
Has done this, aud 'tis well; for worthy Wolsey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason,) — Charles the emperor, 
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Under pretence to see the queen his annt, 

(For *twas, indeed, his colour; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visi'ation; 
His frars were, that the iaterview, betwixt 
Fngland and France, might, through their amy, 
Breed him some prejudice; for from this. league 
Peep'd harms that menac'd bim: He privily 

| Deals with our cardinal; and, as I trow, — 
Which I do well; for, | am sure, the emperor 
Pay'd ere he promis'd; whereby bis suit was 


granted, 

Ere it was «:k'd; — but when the way wa 
made, N 

And pav'd was gold, the emperor thus de. 
sit'd; — | 


That he would please to alter the king's course, 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king 
rl, know, 
(As soon he sball by me,) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he plcases, 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor. I am sorry 
To hear this of bim; and could wish, he were 
Something mistaken in't. | 

Buck, No, not a »yliable; 
140 pi onornce him in that very shape, 
He sball appear in proof. 


Enter BxanDon; a Serjeant at arms before him, 
| and two or three of the guard. 


Bran. Your office, serjeant; execute it. 

Serj. Sir, | 
My lord the d: ke of Buckingham, and earl * 
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I bo 
Attest thee of high tieason, in the name 
Of o most sovereign king. 


Buck. Lo you, my lord, 


1 
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© The net has fall'n upon me; I sball perish 
Under device and practice. 


Bran I am 8orry 
To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The busineſs present: Tis high highneſs' plea- 


/ Sure, 


| 5 know 


Iron shall to the Tower. 


Buck. It will help me nothing, . 

5 To plead mine innocence; for that dye is on 

me, 

Ks makes my whitest part black. The will 

8 of heaven 

Be done in this and all things! — I obey. — 

0 my lord Aberga'ny, fare you well. 

3 Bran. Nay, he must bear you company: — 

7 The wag [to Aber. 
| 


Is pleas'd, you shall to the Tower, till you 


How he determines further. 


it 
* 
© 


Aber. As the duke said, 


The will of heaven de done, and the king's 


pleasure 
By me obey'd. 


Bran. Here is a warrant from 


* 
2 * 


The king, to attach lord Montacute; and the 
bodies 


Of the duke's confessor, John de la Court, 


| One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 


Buck. So, 80; 


These are the limbs of the plot: No more, I 


hope. 
Bran. A monk o' the Chartreux. 


Buch. O, Nicholas Hopkins? 
Bran. He. 


Buck. My surveyor is false; the o'er- great 
cardinal 


Hath shew'd him gold: my life is spaun'd al- 


ready ; 7 
Vol. V. Co 


5 Dy dark'ning my clear sun. — My lord, Farews 


* 


Enter King He NR. Cardinal Wors Ex, the Lords 


10 | KING HENRY VIII. 
Jam the shadow of poor Buckiugham; 


Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 
[ Excun 
SCENE HI. 


The Council-Chamber, 


the Council, Sir Thomas Loverr , Officers, 4 Ang 
Attendants. Ihe King enters leaning on the (a- n 
dinal's shoulder. Mie 


King. My life itself, and the best heart of i 

Thanks you for this great care: I stobd i' th 
level 
Of a full charg'd confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that chol'd it. — Let be call'd befor 
us 

That gentleman of Buckingham's : in person 
I'll hear him his confessions justify; 


Aud point by point the trea»ons of his master 
He shall again relate. | 


The King takes. his state. The Lords of the Coun 
take their Several places, The Cardinal plas 
hunself under the king's feet, on his right Side, 


A noise within, cryuig, Room for the Queen. Th 


Emer the Queen, use, ed by the Dukes 0 Note n 
FOLK and SUFFOLK . She kneels, The King rut yy 
from his state, takes her up, kisses, and places WW 3 D. 
her by ham, | ; An 


O. Cath. Nay, we must longer kneel; I an | We y 
sSultor. - Int 

King. Arise, and take place by us: — Hl BT 

your suit I To 


KING HENRY VIII. 17 


Never name to us; you have half our power: 
Tb- othe: moiety, ere you ask, 4s given; 
epeat vou wall, and take it. | 
. Cath. Thank your majesty. 
That you would love yourself; and, in that 
d love, 
ot unconsider'd leave your honour, nor 
he dignity of your office, is the point 
Ot my petition. 
King. Lady mine, proceed. 
. Cath. | am solicited, not by a few, 
And those of true condition, that your subjects 
Are in great grievance; there have been com- 
- missions 
Pent down among them, which hath flaw'd the 
4 heart | 
Of all their loyalties: — wherein, although, 
My good lord cardinaP, they vent reproaches 
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on 
Of these exactions, yet the king our master, 
(Whose honour heaven shield from soil!) even 
4 he escapes not 
Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
The sides of loyalty, and almost appears 
In loud rebellion. 
Nor. Not almost appears, 
It doth appear: for, upon these taxations, 
The glothiers all, nat able to maintain 
The many to them longing, have put off 
The spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 
Vufit for other lif-, compell'd by hunger 
Aud lack of other means, in desperate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar, 
And Danger serves among them. 
King. Taxation ! | 
Wherein? and what taxation? — My lord ca 
| dinal. | 
Lou that are blam'd for it alike with us, 
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18 KING HENRY VII. 


Know you of this taxation? 
Vol. Please - you, sir, 
] know but of a single part, in aupht 
Pertains to the state; aud front but in that f. 
Where others tel] steps with me. 
O. Cath. No, my lord, 
Youu know no more than others: but you fri, 
Things, that are known alike; which are 9 
vv bholesome 
To those which would not know them, 27 
yet must 
P-rforce be their acquaintance. These exaction: 
Whereof my sovereign would have note, tl; 
are 
Most pestilent to the hearing; and, to bear then, 
The ba k is sacrifice to the load. They say, 
They are devis'd by you; or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamatiorf, 
King. Still exaction ! 
The nature of it? In what kind, let's know, 
Is this exaction ? 
O. Cath. I am much too venturous 
Jn tempting of your patience; but am bolder 
Under your Are pardon. The subject 
rief 
Comes through commissions, which compel fro: 
each 
The sixth part or his substance, to be levy'd 
With ut delay; and the pieience for this 
Is nam'd, your wars in France; This make 
bold mouths : 
Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts 
freeze 
Allegiance in them; their curses now, 
Live where their prayers did; aud it's come {9 
als, | 
That tractable obedience is a slave f 
To each incensed will. I would, your higbne“ 
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"ould give it quick consideration, for 
There is no primer busiaels, 
King. By my lite, 
bis is against our pleasure. 

ol. And for me, 

have no further gone in this, than by 
single voice; KA that not pals'd me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am 
Tiaduc'd hy iguorant tongues, — which neither 
2 know 
My faculties, nor person, yet will be 
The cbronicles of my doing, — let me say, 
is but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through: We must not 
. $tint 1 
ur necessary actions, in the fear 
To cope ma cious censurers; which ever, 
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
hat is new trimm'd; but benefit no further 
han vainly onging. What we oft do best, 
By sick interpreters once weak ones, is 
1 


# 


- 


- 


(ot ours, or not allow'd; what worst, as oft, 
Hitting a grosser quality, is ciy'd u 
tag our best act. If we shall stand still, 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at, 
We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
*State statues only. 
| Kuwg. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themselves from fear; 
* Things done without example, in their i58ue 
* Are to be fear d. Have you a precedent 
* Of this commission? | believe, not any. | 
> We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 


> A 'rembling contribution! Why, we take, 
Prom every tree, lop, bark, and part o the 
timber; , 


© And, though we leave it with a root, thus back'd, 


ac: 7 * 


And stick them i our will: Sixth part of each? 
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20 KING HENRY VIII. 


The air will drink the sap. To every county, 
- Where this is question'd, send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd 
The force of this commission: Pray, look to't; 
I put it to your care. 

Ht ol. A word with vou. [To the Secretary, 


Let there be letters writ to every 5hire, 

Of the king's grace and pardon. The priey'd 
commons | 

Hardly conceive of me; let it be nois'd, 

That, through our intercession, this revokement 

And pardon comes: I shall anon advise you 

Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary, 


Enter Surveyor. 


O. Cath. J am sorry, that the duke of Buck- 
ingham 
Is run in your displeasure. 
King. It grieves many: | 
The gentleman is learn'd, and a most rare speaker, 
To nature none mor- bound; his training such, 
That be may furnish and instruct great teachers, 
And never scek for aid out of himself. Yet see, 
When these so noble benefits sball prove 
Not well dispos'd, the miad growing once cor- 
rupt, 1 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete, 
Who was enro!l'd *mongst wonders, aud when 
we, | 
Almost with ravish'd list'ning, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute; he, my lady, 
Hatb into monstrous babits put the graces 
That once were his, and is become as black 


As if besmear'd in bell. Sit by us; you shall 


. bear 
(This was bis gentlaman in trust) of him 
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Things to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 
The rore-recited practices; whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 
IW ol. Stand forth; and with bold spirit relate 
whar you, 
Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the duke of Buckingham, 

King. Speak treely, 

Sur: First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech, That if the king 
Suould witbout issue die, he'd carry it 80 
To make the scepter his: Tbese very words 
J have beard him utter to bis son-in-lew, 

Lord Aberga'ny, to whom by oath be menac'd 
Revenge upon the cardinal. , 

Hol. Pleasg your highnels, note 
This dangerous conception in this point. 
Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

. Cath, My learn'd lord cardinal, 

Deliver all wich charity, 

King. Speak On: 
How grounded he his title to the crown, 
Upon our 9 to this point hast thou heard 

im 

At any time speak aught? 
Surv. He Was brought to this 


| By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins, 


King. What was that Hopkins? 

Sur Sir, a Chartreux friar, 
His confessor; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

King, How know'st thou this? 

Surv, Not long before your highnels od te 

France, 

The duke being at the Rose, witbin the denied 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
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PT KING HENRY VIII. 


What was the speech among the Londoners 

_ Concerning the French journey: I reply'd, 
Men fear'd, the French would prove pechdioug, 
To ihe king's danger. Pre-ently the duke 
Said, Iwas the fear, indeed; and that be 

doubtei1. | | 
*Twovld prove the verity of certain words 
Spoke by a holy monk; that oft, says he, 
Hath Sent to me, uishing me to permit 

John de la Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of some moment : 
Whom aſter under the confession's seal 

He Solemnly, had sworn, that, what he $poke, 

| My chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
This pausingly ensud, — Neither the king nor 

His h-irs, 

(Tell you the duke) shall prosper : bid him strive 
To gain the love of the commonalty ; the duke 
Shalt govern England. | 

O. Cath, If 1 know you well, | 
You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your 
office | 


On the compleint o' the tenants: Take good 
| heed 
You charge not "A your spleen a noble person, 


And s$poil your noh'er soul! I say, take heed; 
Ves, heartily beseech you. 


King. Let him on; — 
Go for werd. 
Surv, On my soul, I'II speak but truth. 
I told my lord the duke, By the devil's il 
jus ions 
The monk might be deceiv'd; and that 'twas 
dang'rous for him 
To ruminate on this 80 far, until 
It forg'd bim some design, which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do: He answer'd, Tush: 


/ 
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It can do me no damage adding further, 
That, had the king in his last sicknels fail'd, 
The cardinal's and sir 'Thomas Lovels heads 
Should have gone off, 

King, Ha! what, 80 rank? Ah, ha! | 
There's mischief in this man; — Canst thou say 

further ? 

Surv, I can, my liege, 

King. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich, 
After your highnels had reprov'd the duks 
About sir William Blomer, — 

King. I remember 
Of such a time: — Being my sworn servant, 
The duke retain'd him his. — But on; What 


hence? 

Surv. If, quoth he, I for this had been com- 
mitted, 

As, to the Tower, I thought, — I would have 
play'd 


The part my father meant to act upon 
The usurper Richard: uho, being at Salisbury, 
Made suit to come in his presence, which if 
granted, 
As he made semblance of his duty, would 
Have put his knife into him. 
King. A giant traitor! 
I ol. Now, madam, may his highneſs live in 
freedom, | 
And this man out of prison? 
Queen. God mend all! 
King. There's something more would out of 
thee; What say'st? ) 
Surv. Aﬀter — the duke his father, — with 
the knife, — 8 
He stretch'd him, and, with one hand on his 
dagger, 
Another spread on his breast, mounting his eyes, 
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He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour 
Was, — Were he evil us'd, he would out- go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irresolute purpose. | 

King. There's his period, 
To sheath his knife in ns. He is attach'd; 
Call him to present trial: if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his; if none, 
Let bim not seek't of us: By day and night, 
He's traitor to the height. [Exeunt, 


S CE NE III 


A Room in the Palace. 
Enter the Lord: Chamberlain, and Lotd Sanns, 


Cham. Is it possible, the spells of France 
should juggle 
Men into such strange mysteries? 
Sands. New customs, 
Though they be never so ridiculous, 
Nav, let them be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 
Cham. As far as I see, all the good ow 
English 
Have got by t e late voyage, is but merely 
A fit or two o'the face; but they are shrewd 
ones; 
For when they hold them, you would swear 
| . directly, | 
Their very noses bad been &unsellors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep state 80. 
Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones; 
one would take it, 
That vever saw them pace before, the spavin, 
A sp i-ghalt Teig among them. 
Cham. Death! my lord, 
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Their cloaths are after such a pagan cut too, 

That, sure, they have worn out christendom. 
How now ? 

What news, sir Thomas Lovel ? 


Enter Sir Thomas Lover. 


Lov. *Faith, my lord, 
] hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clapp'd upon the court gate. 
Cham. What is't for? . 
Lov. The reformation of our travell'd gallants, i" 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors, 1 
Cham, IT am glad, 'tis there; now I would 
pray our monsieurs 
To think an English courtier may be wise, 
And never see the Louvre. 
Lov. They must either 
(For so run the conditions) leave these remnants 
Of fool, and feather, that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and fireworks; 
Abusing 13 men then they can be, 
Out of a foreign wisdom,) 1enouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 
Short blister'd breeches, and those types of 
travel. 
And understand again like honest men; 
Or pack to their old play - fellows: there, I 
take it. 
They may, cum privilegio, wear awa 
The lag end of their Jewdneſs, and be lavgh'd 
at, 
Sands. *Tis time to give them physick, their 
diseases 
Are grown 80 catching. 
Cham. What a loſs our ladies 
Will have of these trim vanities! 
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26 KING HENRY VIII. 


Lov. Ay, marry, a 
There will be woe indeed, lords; the sly whore. 
Sons 
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies; 
A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow, 
Sands. The devil iddle them! I am glad, they're 
going; 
(For, sure, there's no converting of them;) now 
An honest country lord, as | am, beaten 
A long tune out of play, may bring his plain- 
SOILZ, 
And bave an haur of hearing; and, by'r-lady, 
He'd current musick ton. 
Cham. Well said, lord Sands; 
Your coli's tooth is not cast yet, 
Sands. No, my lord; 
Nor sbell not, while J have a stump. 
Cham. Sir Thomas, 
W hither were yuu a going ? 
Lov. To ihe cardinal's ; 
Your lordship is a guest too, 
Cham. O, 'tis true: 
This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 
To many lords and ladies; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, Il] assure you. 
Lou. That churct..:.an bears a bounteous mind 
indeed, | 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us; 
His dews fall eyery whe-e. 
Cham. No doubt, he's noble; 
He hai a black mouth, that said other of bim. 
Sands. He may, my lord, he has wherewithal; 
in him, 
Sparing would shew a worse sin than ill doc- 
' trine : | 
Men of his way should be most liberal, 
They are Yet here for examples, 
Cham. True, they are 80; 


* 
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But few now give so great ones. My barge 
stays; 
Your lordship shall along: — Come, good sir 
Thomas, 


We s8ball be late else; which T would not be, 
For 1 was spoke to, with sir Henry Guildford, 
This night to be comptrollers. 


Sands, I am your lordship's, [Exeunt. 


S CE N-E.IV. 


The Presence-Chamber in York-Place. 


Hautboys. A small table under a state for the Cax- 
dinal, a longer table for the guests. Enter at one 
door, Anne BULLEtNn, and divers Lords, Ladies, and 
Gentlewomen, as guests; at another door, enter Sir 
Henry GUILDFORD. 


Guil. Ladies, a general welcome from his 

race 

Salutes you all: This night he dedicates 

To fair content, and you. none here, he bopes, 

Tn all this noble bevy, has brought with ber 

One care abroad; he would have all as merry 

As first- good company, good wine, good wel- 
come, 

Can make *good people. — O, my lord, you are 
tardy; 


Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Saxps, and Sir 
Thomas Lover. 


The very thoug 

Clapp'd wings to me, 
Cham. You are young, sir Harry Guildford. 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovel, had the cardiual 


oht of this fair company 
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28 KING HENRY VIII. 


But balf my lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 
I think, would better please them: By my life, 
They are a sweet society of fair ones, 
Lov. O, that your lordship were but now 
| confessor 
To one or two of these! 
Sands, | would, I were; 
They should find easy penance. 
Lov. Faith, bow easy ? 
Sands. As easy as a down-bed would af. 
ford it. 
Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? 
a Sir Harry, 
Place you that side, I'll take the charge of this: 
His grace is ent'ring. — Nay, you must not 
freeze; 
Two women plac'd together makes cold 
| weather; — 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep them 
waking; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 
Sands. By my faith, 
And thavk your loidship. — By your leave, 
sweet ladies: [Seats himself between 
Anne Bullen and another lady. 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me; 
T had it from my father. 


Anne. Wes he mad, sir? v 
Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love 
foo: 


But he would bite none; just as | do now, 
He would kils you twenty with a breath. 
[kisses her. 
Cham. Well said, my lord. — 


So, now you are fairly >eated. — Gentlemen, 


The penance lies on you, it these fair ladies 
Pals away frowning. 
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Sands. For my little cure, 
Let me alone. 


Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wos xx, attended; 
und takes his State. 


Vol. You are welcome, my fair guests; that 
noble la ty, 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not wy friend: This, to confirm my wel- 
come; 
And to you all good health. [ drinks. 
Sands. Your. giace is noble: — 
Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, 
And save me so much talking. 
Mol. My lord Sands, 
J am beholding to you: cheer your neigh- 
bours. — 
Ladies, you are not merry; — Gentlemen, 
Whose fault is this? 
Sands. The red wine first must rise : 
In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall 
have them 
Talk us to silence. 
Anne. You are a merry gamester, 
My lord Sa::ds. 
Sands, Yes, if T make my play. 
Here's to your ladyship: and pledge it, madam, 
For 'tis to such a thing, — 
Anne. You cannot shew me. 


Sands, I told your grace, they would talk 
anon. [Drum and trumpets within: 
chambers discharged. 


Wol. What's mary 
Cham. Look out there, some of you. 


[Exit a Servant. 


Wol. What warlike voice? 
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And to what end is this? — Nay, ladies, fea; 
not; | 
By all the laws of war you are privileg'd, 


Re- enter Servant. 


Cham. ow now? what is't? 
Serv, A noble troop of strangers; , 
For so they seem: they have left their barge, 
and landed; 
And hither make, as great ambassadors 
From foreign princes. 
Wol. Good lord chamberlain, 
Go, give them welcome, you can speak tl: 
French tongue; 
And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct 
them 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them: — Some atteud 
him. — 
[Exit Chamberlain, attended. All arise, and 
tables removed. 


Yon have now a broken banquet; but wel 
mend it. 

A good digestion to- you all: and, once more, 

I shower a welcome on you; — Welcome all. 


" 


Hautboys. Enter the King, and twelve others, as 

Maskers, habited like Shepherds, with steel, 
torch-bearers ; uiher'd by the Lord Chamberlain, 
They paſs directly before the Cardinal, and grace- 
fully Salute kim. 


A noble company! What are their pleasures?, 
Cham, Because they speak no English, thus 
they pray'd 
To tell your grace; — That having beard by 
fame of 
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Of this so noble and 80 fair assembly 

This night to meet here, they could do no leſs, 

Out of the pron! respect they bear to beauty, 

But leave their flocks; and, under your fair 
conduct, a 


Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels with them. 
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Wol. Say, lord Chamberlain, 

They have done my poor bouse grace; for which 
: | pay them | 
A thousand thavks, and pray them take theix 
1 pleas ures. 
« [Ladies chosen for the dance. The King 
I chooses Anne Bullen. 
' King. The fairest hand I ever touch'd! O, 
: beauty, 


Till now I never knew thee. [Musick. Dance. 
Wol. My lord, — ' : | 
Cham. Your grace? NS ; 

IV ol. Pray tell them thns much from me: 
There should be one amongst them, by his 
| person, 

More worthy this place than myself; to whom, 


If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
L. would surtender it. 


Cham. T will, my lord. 
(Cham. goes to the company, and returns. 
WW ol. What say they? : 
Cham. Such a one, they all confeſs, 
There is, indeed; which they would haye your 
race 
Find out, and he will take it. 
Wol. Let me ace then. — 


[comes from his state. 


By all your g0 ood leaves, gentlemen ; = — Here 
| PM make 
My royal choice, 


Vol. V. D d 
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32 KING HENRY Vil, * 


King, You have found him, cardinal: 


Lnmashing. 
You bold a fair assembly; you do well, lord: 
You are a churchman, or, I'Il tell yoa, cardinal, 
I should judge now unhappily. 
Wol. T am glad, 
10 grace is grown 80 pleasant. 
King, My lord chamberlain, 
Pry thee, come hither: What fair lady's that? 
Cham. An't please your grace, sir Thomas 
Bullen's daughter, 
The Viscount Rochford, one of her highneſy 
women, 
King, By heaven, sbe is a dainty one, — Sweet 
beart, 
I were unmannerly, to take you out, 
And nöt to kiſs you. — A health, gentlemen, 
Let it go round. 
IWol. Sir Thomas Lovel, is is banquet * 
I' the privy chamber? 
Lov. Ves, my lord. 
Mol. Your grace, 
I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 
King. I fear. too much. 
Mol. There's fresher air, my lord, 
In the next chamber. 


King. Lead in your ladies, ovary one, — Sweet 


partner. 
T must not yet forsake you: — Let's be mer- 
| N n 
Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen 
- healths 


To drink to the ue fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead them once again; and then le 's dream 
Who's best in fayour, — Let the musick knock 

it. [Exeunt, with trumpets. 
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ACT II SCENE I.. 
A Street. 


Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. 


1. Gen. Whither away 80 fast? 
2. Gen. O, — God save you! * 
Even to the ball, to hear what sball become 
Of the great duke of Buckingham. 
1. Gen. 'I save you 7 
That labour, sir. All's now done, but the cere- 
mony | 
Of bringing back the prisoner. 
2. Gen. Were you there? | 
1. Gen. Yes, indeed; was T. 
2 Gen. Pray, speak, what has happen 47 
1. Gen. You may guels quickly what. 
2 Gen. Is he found guilty ? 
1. Gen. Yes, truly, is be, and W ee 
upon ds. 
2. Gen. I am sorry fort. 
1. Gen. So ate a number more. 
2. Gen But, pray, how pal-'d-it? | 
1. Gen. I'll tell yau in a little. The great 
| duke 
Conia to the bar; where, to his accnsations 
He pleaded still, not guilty, and alledg'd 
Many sharp rea-ons to defeat the law. 
The king's attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg'd on the examinations, proofs, 1 
Of divers witnesses; which the duke dezir'd 
To bim brought, vive voce, to his face: 
At which appear'd against him, .h.is gurveyor; 
Sir Gilbert Peck bis chancellor; and John Court, 
—_ 
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Confessor to bim; with. that devil-monk, 
Hopkins, that wade this mischief, 

2, Gen. That was he, 

That fed him with his prophecies ? 

1. Gen The same. | 
All these accus'd him strongly; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he 

could not: 
And so his peers, upon this evidence, 
Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke, and-Jlearvedly, for Nite; but all 
Was either Þitied in him, or forgotten. 

2. Gen. After all this, bow did he bear him. 

self? K oi 

1. Gen. When he was brought again to the 

3 bar, — to hear ä 

His knell rung out, his judgment, — he was 
stirr'd „ 

With such an »gony, be sweat extremely, 

And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty: 

But he feil to himself again, and, sweetly, 

In all tbe rest >hew'd 8 most noble patience. 

2. Gen. I do not think, he fears death. 

1. Gen. Sure, he does not, 

He never was so womanish; the cause 

He may a little grieve at. 

2. Gen. Certainly; t 
The cardinal is the end of this, 

1. Cen *Tis likely, | | 
By all conjectures: First, Kildare's attainder, 
Tben deputy of Ireland; who remov'd, 

Ear! S«rrey was sent thither, aud in haste too, 
Lest he should help his father. | 

2% Gen That trick of state | 
Was a deey envious one. 

1. Gen At his return, 

No do: bt. he will r&quite it. This is noted, 
And generally; whoever the king fayours, 
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And by that name must die; 
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The cardinal WA will find employment, 
Aad far enough from court too. 

2. Gen. All the commons 
Tlate bim perniciously, and, o' my conscience, 
Wish him ten fathom deep: this duke as much 
They love and dote on; call him, bounieous 

Buckingham, 

The mirr 


r of al! courtesy; — 
1. Cen. Se; tay the e., sir, 


And see the nob e ruin'd man you speak of. 


Enter Buckincuam from his arraignment; Tipe 
. Staves before him, the axe with the edge tuwards 
him; hatberds on each side: uuh him, Sir Tho- 

mas LovEL, Sir Nicholas Yaux, dw William 
SanpDs, and common people. | 


2. Gen. Let's 3 close, aud behold him. 
Buck. All good people, 


You that thus far have come to 

Hear what I day, and then go 
me. 

I have this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment, 


Yet, heaven bear 


ity me, 
ome and lose 


witnels, 
And, if I bave a conscience, let it sink me, 
E. en as the axe falls, if I be not faithful! 
The law | bear no malice for my death, 
It has dove, upon the premises, but justice; 
But thosze, that sought it, I could wish more 
christians ; 
Be what they will, I beartily korgiye them: 
Yet let them look they glory not in mischief, 
Nor build their oils on the graves of 2 
-- men; 
For then my guiltleſs blood must cry aga.nts 
them. 
For further * in this world 12 ner hope, 


* 
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Nor will I sue, although the king have meroies 
More than I dare 3 faults, You few that 
| lov'd me, | 
Aud dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble fiiends, and tellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 
Go with me, like good angels, to my end; 
And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me, 
Make of your prayers one sweet sabrifice, 
And lift my soul to heaven, — Lead on, o'God'; 
name, | | 
Lov. T do bescech your grace, for charity, 
Tf ever any malice in your beart 
Were hid 'against me, now to forgive me 
| frankly. 
Buck, Sir Thomas Lovel, -I as free forgiye 
you, 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all; 
There cannot be those numberleſs offences 
*Gainst me, that I can't take peace with: no 
| black envy ; 
Shall make my grave. — Commend me to his 
wc yi i 
And, if be speak of Buckingbam, pray, tell him, 
You met bim half in heaven; my vyows aud 
; _ prayers 
Vet are the king's; and, till my soul forsake me, 
Shall cry for blessings on him: May he live 
Lo ger than I have time to tell bis years! 
Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be! 
And, when old time shall lead him to his end, 
Goodnels and he fill up one monument! 

Lov: To the water side I must conduct your 
n grace ; . f RG 
Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Wro undertakes you to your end, 

Faux. Prepare there, 


The duke is coming: see, the barge be ready; 


. 


* 
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And fit it with such furniture, as suits 
The greatnels of his person. 
Buck, Nay, sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone; my state now will but mock me, 

When I came hither, I was lord high constable, 

And duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward 

| Bohun: . 

Yet I am richer than my base accusers, 

That never knew what truth meant: 
seal it; a 5 

And with that blood, will make them one day 
groan for't. a 

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham. 

Who first rais'd head against usurping Richard, 

Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distreſs'd, was by that wretch betray'd, 

And without trial fell; God's peace be with 
him! * 

Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying 

My father's loſs, like a most royal prince, 

Restor'd me to my honours, and, out of ruins 

Made my name once more noble, Now his 
son, 


I now 


Henry the eighth, life, honour, name, and all 


That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my trial, 
And, must needs say, a noble one; which makes 
me 
A little happier than my wretched father: 
Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — Both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we loy'd 
mostz 3 | 
A most unnatural and faithleſs service! 
Heaven has an end in all: Yet, you that bear 
me, 4 
This from a dying man receive as certain: 
Where you are liberal of your loves, 
counsels, | | 


and 
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Be sure, you be not loose; for those you make 
friends, 
And give your bearts to, when they once per- 
ceive 
The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again 
But where. they mean to sink ye. All good 
poopie, AMERY 
Pray for me! 1 must now forsake ye, the last 
hour 
Of my long weary life is come upon me, 
Farewell: 
And when you would say something that is 
sad, 
Speak how | fell. — I bave done; and God 
forgive me! 
[Exeunt DVOKIVOWAR and Train, 
1. Gen. O, this is full of pity! — Sir, it calls, 
T fear, too many curses on tbeir heads, 
That were the authors. 
2. Gen. If the duke be gviltleſs, 
"Tis full of woe: yet I can give you inkling 
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this. 
I. Gen, Good angels keep it from us! 
What may it be? You do not doubt my faith, 
sir? 
2. Gen. This secret is $0 weighty, "twill re 
vire 
A strong faith to conceal it. 
1. Gen. Let me bave it; 
1 do not talk much. 
2. Gen. I am confident; 
You shall, sir: Did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing, of a separation 
Between tbe king and Catharine? 
1. Gen, Yes, hut it held not: 


- For when the king once heard it, out of ange: 


5 
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He sent command to the lord mayor, straight 


To stop tbe rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 


2. Gen. But that slander, sir, 
1s found a truth now: for it grows again 
Fresher than e'er it was; and held for certain, 
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal, 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good queen, possels'd him with a scruple 
That will undo ber: To confirm this too, 
Cardinal Oampeius 1s arriv'd, and lately; 
As all think, for this businels. 
1. Gen. Tis the cardinal; - | F 4 
And merely to revenge him on the emperor, 
For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 
The een of Toledo, this is purpos'd. 
2. Gen. J think, you have hit the mark: But 
is't not cruel, r 
That she should feel the smart of this? The 
cardinal 
Will have his wil, and she must fall. 
1. Gen. "Tis woeful. 
We are too open bere to argue this; 
Let's think in private more. [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
An Antechamber in the- Palace. 


Enter the .Lord Chamberlain, reading a letter. 


Cham. My lord, — The horses your lordship sent 
for, with all the care I had, I saw well, chosen, rid- 
den, and furnished. They were young, and hand- 
Some; and of the best breed in the north.. Mhen 
they vere ready to Set Our for London, a man of 
my lord cardinal's, by commission, axd main power, 


* 
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took em from me; with this reason, — His mate; 
would be served before a subject, if not before the 


king: which stoppꝰd our mouths, in. 


J fear, he will, indeed: Well, let him hays 
: them; | 


He will have all, I think. 


Enter the Dukes of Nozrors, and SUrFoLK, 


Nor. Well met, my lord chamberlain, 

Cham. Good day to both your graces. 

Suf. How is the king employ'd? 

Cham. I left him private, 
Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What's the cause? 

Cham. It seems, the marriage with his 

| brother's wife 
Has crept too near his conscience. 
| $Suf. No, his conscience 
Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. Tis 80; 
This is the cardinal's doing, the king-cardinal: 
That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune, 
Turns what he lists. The king will know him 

one day. 5 8 

Suf Pray God, he do! be'll never know him - 

selk else. 

Nor. How holily he works in all his busineſs! 

And with what zeal! For, now he has crack'd 
the leagne 
Between us and the emperor, the queen's great 
| nepbew, | 

He dives into the king's soul; and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 
Fears, and despairs, .and all these for his mar- 

1 riage: WE 
And, out of all these to restore the king, 
He counsels a divorce: a loſs of her, 
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rat, like a jewel, has bung twenty years 

bot his neck, yet never lost her ,lustre;. 

Por ber, that loves him with that excellence 

hat angels love good men with; even of her, 

pat, 9 the greatest stroke of fortune falls, 

Will bleſs the king: And is not this course 

3 | ious ? TD ET 

Cham. Hcaven keep me from such counsel! 
"Tis most true, 1 

These news are every where; every tongue 

3 speaks them, | 
And every true heart weeps for't: All, that dare 
Look into these affairs, see this main end, — 

= The French king's sister. Heaven, will one day 

; open : 

= The king's eyes, hat so long have slept upon 

This bold bad man. 

Suff. And free us from his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray, 

And heartily, for our deliverance; 

Or this imperious man will work us all 

From princes into pages: all men's honours 

Lie like one lump. betore him, to be fashion'd 

Into wbat pitch wg e 

Suf. For me, my lords, | 
T love him not, nor fear him; there's my creed: 
As I am made without him, so I'll stand. 
If the king please; his curses and his blessings 
Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe 

3 
T knew him, and I know him; s0 I leave him 
To him, that made him proud, the pope. 

Nor. Let's in; | = 
And, with some other busineſs, put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much 

3 upon him; — ; | 
My lord, you'll bear us company ? 
Cham. Excuse me; 550 
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' The king hath sent me other-where: besides, 


You'll find a most unfit time to disturb him: I 
Health to your lordships. We 
Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. f | 

E | (Exit Lord Chamberlau x 
Norfolk opens a folding - door. The king is di 9 
covered sitting, and reading pensvely, ad 
Suf. How $ad be looks! eure, he is much agent 
flicted. 7 N 

King. Who's there? ha? » Il v 


"Nor: 'Pray God, he be not an ? 
King. Whe's there, 1 say? How dare 701 : Wu 
thrust yourselves | 
Into my private meditations ? 
"| Who am I? ha? | 
Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all ah 
fences 
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty, th 
wa | 
Is busineſs of x 4199 in. which, we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 
King. You are too bold; 
Go to; Ill 2 ye know your times of bui 
nels; 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha? — 


Enter n and Camerivs. 


; Who's chere? my good lord cardinal? — Oo 
Wolsey, a | 
The quiet of my wounded conscience, * 
Thou art a cure fit for a king. — You're wh 
come, [To Camper 
Most learned reverend sir, into our kingd»m; Wi 
Use us, and it: — My good lord, have gie 
care 4 
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[To Wolsev, 


be not found a talker, 
Wol. Sir, you cannot, 
would, your grace would give us but an hour 
f private conference. 
King. We are busy; go. {To Norf. and Suf, 
Nor. This priest has no pride in him? 
Suf. Not to speak of; | Is, 
would not be so sick though, for his“ c 
place: | Aside., 
1t this cannot continue, | 4 1 
7 Nor. If 1t do, . 

Il venture one have at him. | 
uf. I another. [Exeunt Nor. and Sor. | 
Mol., Your grace has given a precedent of 

wisdom : Me 
Fbove all \ page in committing _ 
our scruple to the voice of Christendom : 
ho can be angry now ? what envy reach you ? 

he Spaniard, ty'd by blood and favour to her, 
st now confels, if they have any goodnels, 
“he trial just and noble. All the 4 | 
nean, the learned ones, in christiau kingdoms, 

ave their free voices; Rome, the nurse of 
| judgment, 
Pvited by your noble self, hath sent 
ne gene.al tongue unto us, this good man, 
is just and leatned priest, cardinal Campeius; 


* 


neſs. | 
King. And, once more, in mine arms I bid 

him welcome, | . 
14 thank the holy conclave for their loves; 
hey have sent me such a man 1 would have 

| wish'd for, 5 

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all 

strangers“ loves, N 
du are so noble: To your highneſs'“ band 
tender my commission; by Whose virtue, 


hom, once more, I present unto your high- 
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urt of Rome commanding,) — 
(The court he e commanding,) — you, my 
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me thei Even 
| servant, N 
In the unpartial judging of this busineſs, Ce 
King. Two equal men, The queen shall þ, 
acquainted And 
Forthwith, for what you come: — Whez:; Kep! 
Gardiner ? 
Wool. I W your majes'y has always loy! * 
e 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that Tha 
A woman of lels place might ask by law, 
Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her. # The 
King. Ay, and the best, she Shall have; and For 
my favour 
To bim that does best; God forbid ales. Car- If | 
dinal, I 1 
Pr vtheo; call Gardiner to me, my new secre- 
ta W. 
1 find him a fit fellow. | [Exit Wors:s, ] 
Re-enter Worszr, with GAR DIN ER. 2 
0 
W ol. Give me your hand: much joy and Tl 
favour to you; 
You are the king's now. NM 
Gard. But to be commanded V 
F or ever by your grace, Whose hand has rais'd SC 
me. [ Axide, 
King. Come hitber, Gardiner. 0 


[ They converse apart. 
| Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor 
Pace | 
In this man's place befare. him? 
Wol, Yes, he was. 
Cam. Was he not held a learned man? 
I ol. Yes, surely. 


4 Believe wy EN an in opinion spread 
then 


Even of yourself, lord cardinal. 
Mol. How! of me? 
Cam. They will not stick to say, you envy'd 
him; 
And, fearing he would rise, be was 80 virtuous, 


Kept him a foreign man still: which 80 griey'd 
him, 


That he ran mad, and dy'd. 
Wol. Heaven's peace be with bin 
That's christian care e for living murmu- 
rers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a . 
For he would needs be virtuous; That good 
fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment; 
J will have none so near else. Learn this, 
brother, | 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons. 
King. Dehver this with mode>ty to the queen. 
[Exit GarDINER, 


The most convenient place that I can think of, 

For such receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 

There ye _ meet about this weighty busi- 
nels; — 

My Wolsey, see it furnish'd — O my lord, 

Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 

So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, con; 
science — 

O, 'tis a tender place, and I must leave her. 

[Exeunt, 


© KING HENRY vm. 
SCENE III. 


An Antechamber in the Queen's Apartment:. 
Enter Anne Burren, and an old Lady. 


Arne. Not for that neither; — Here's the 
ang that pinches; -. 
His highneſs having liv'd so long with her; 
; and «he 
So good a lady, tbat no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her, '— by my life, 
She neuer knew harm-doing; — O now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthron'd, 
Still growing in @-majesty' and pomp, the which 
To leave is a th6usand-fold more bitter, than 
"Tis sweet at _— to acquire, — after this pro- 
cels, 
To give her the avaunt! it is a pity 
Would move a monster 
Old L. Hearts of most hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 75 
Anne O, God's will! much better, 
She ne'er had known pomp: "though it be tem- 
bf On oral, | 
Vet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
It from the beorer; 'tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body's severing. 
Old L. Alas. poor lady! 
Sbe's a stranger nvwW ä again. 
Anne. So much. the. more | 
Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 
T swear, 'tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 
Than to be perk'd up in a glistering grief, 
And wear a golden s8orrow.. ; 
Old L. Our content l 
$ 


Wl A &5 
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Ts our best h ing. 
Année. By my troth. and maidenhead, 
T1 would not be a queen. 


Od L. Beshrew me, I would, 

And venture maidenhead for't; and so would 
Ou, 

For all this spice of your hypocrisy: 

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 

Have too a woinan's heart; which ever yet 

Atiecied emwence, wea.'h, sovereignty; 

Which, to say sooth, are blessings: and which 
ifrs 

(Saving your mincing) the capacity 

Of your soft cheveril conscience would receive, 

If you might please to stretch it. 


Anne. Nay, good troth, — 


Old L. Yes, troth, and troth, — You would 
not be a 1 7 
Anne. No, not for all the riches under heaven. 


Old L. Tis strange; a thiee- pence bow'd would 
hire me, . 
Old as Jam, to queen it: But, I pray you, 
What think you of a dutchels? have you limbs 
To bear that load of title? 


Anne. No, in truth. 


Old L. Then you are weakly mado: Pluck off 
| a little; 
1 would not be a young count in your way, 
For more than blushing comes to: if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe ere tis too weak 
Ever to gei a boy. 


Anne. How you do talk! 


Iswear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. — 


Old L. In faith, for little England | 


You'd venture an emballing: I myself 
Vol. V. . Ee 
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Would for Caranrvonshire, although there "Jong 
No moe to the crown but that. Lo, who comes Th 
here? | | 
Be: 
Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 1* 
Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What were; Bu 
worth, to know To 
The secret of your conference? An 
Anne. My good lord, 
Not your demand; it values not your asking: | 
Our mistrels' sorrows we were pitying. Tt 
Cham. It was a gentle businels, and becoming (\ 
be action of good women: there is hope, Ge 
All will be well. | Le 
Anne. Now | pray God, amen! 2 
Cham. Lou bear a gentle mind, and heaven!y T 
blessings B 
Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady. s 
' Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note's 
Ta'en of your many virtues, the king's majesty 
Commends his good opinion of you, and 1 
Does purpose hononr to you no lels flowin T 
Than marchionels of Pembroke; to which title F. 
A thousand pound a year, annual support, 
Out of his grace he adds. 
Anne. I do not know, 
What kind of my obedience I should tender; 0 
More than.my all is nothing: nor my prayers 
Are not worde duly hallow'd, nor my wishes A 
More worth than empty vanities; yet prayers, N 
Ig and wishes, | T 
Are all I can return. *Beseech your lordship, 1. 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience, 1 
As from a blushing handmaid, to bis highnels; A 
Who«e health, — royalty, I pray for. 
Cham. Lady, | \ 
I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit, A 
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The king bath of you, — | have perus'd her well; 
a [Aside. 
Beauty and honour in her are so mingled, 
That they liave caught the king; aud who knows 
et. ' 
But from this lady may proceed a gem, 
To lighten all this isle? — Pl to the king, 
And say, I spoke with you. | 
Anne. My honour'd lord. {Exit Lord Cham. 
Old L. Why, this it is; see, see! 
T hai e been begging Sixteen years in court, 
(Am yet a courtter beggarly,) nor could 
Come pat betwixt two early ard too late, 
For aay suit of pounds: and you, (O fate!) * 
A very fresh fish here, (fye, fye upon | 
This compell'd fortune!) have your mouth fill'd 
up, 
Before you 2 it. 
Anne. This is strange to me. EN 
Old L. How tastes it? is it bitter? forty pence, 
no. 
There was a lady once, ('tis an old story,) 
That would not be a queen, that would she not, 
For all the 11 in Egypt: — Have you heard 
it 

Anne. Come, you are plcasant. 

Old L. With your theme, I could | 
| Ofer-mount the lack. The maichioneſs of Pem- 
k broke! | 
A thousand pounds a year! for pure respect; 

No other obligation: By my life, 

That promises more thousands: Honours train- 

Is longer than his fore-skirt. By this time, 

I know, your back will bear a dutchels; — Say, 
Are you not stronger than you were? 

Anne. Good lady, 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on't. Would 1 had no being, 
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_-- KING HENRY VIII. 


If this salute my blood a jot; it ſaints me, 
To think what follows. | 
Tbe queen is comfortieſs, and we ſorgetful 
In „er long absence; Pray, do not deliver 
What bere you have beard, to her. 
Old L. What do you think me? [Excuy;, 


1. 


SCENE IV. 
A Hall in Black-Fryars. 


Trumpets, sennet, and cornets. Enter two Vergers, with 
Short sitver wands; next them, two Scribes, in the 
habits of doctors; after them, the Archbishop e 
Canterbury alone; after him, the Bishops of Lincoln, 
Eiy, Rochester. and Saint Asaph; next them, will. 
Some «mall distance. follows a gentleman bearing tlie 
pPurse, with the great seal, and a cardinal's hat; then 

, two Priests, beariny each a sitver croſs; then a gentles 
man-1usher bareheaded, accompanied with a Serjecant 
at arms, bearing à Silver mace; then two Gentlemen, 
bearing two great silver pillars; ajter them, side by 
Side, the two Curdiitfals WolsET and Camrervs; 
two Noblemen with the sword and mace. Then enter 
the King and Queen, and their trains, The King 

' takes place under the cloth of State; the two Cardi- 
nals sit under him, as Judges. The Queen takes pluce, 
at some distance from the King. The bishops place 

themselves o ea.h ide the court, in manner of a 
consistory; belouw them, the scribes. The Lords tt 1 

- next the Bishops. The Crier and the rest of the at- : . 
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„elne 


1 tendants Stand in convenient order about the stage. | 
{ 
4 
* Wol. Whilet our commission from Rome is | 
1 read, | 
f Let silence be commanded. | 
„ King What's the need? 
1 


I. hath al -ady publickly been read. | | 
And on all sides the authority allow'd; 
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Yon may then spere that time, 

Vol. Be't so: — Proceed. | 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into 
the court. 

Crier. Henry king of Englaud, etc. 

King. Here. 

Sc: ibe. Say, Catharine queen of England, come 
into the court. 

Crier. Catharine queen of England, etc. 


[The Queen makes nd answer, rises out of her chair, 
ves about the court, omnes to the King, and kneels 


at his feet; then Speaks. ] 


O. Cath. Sir, | desiie you, do me right and 

justice; | 

And to bestow your pity on me: for 

Lem a most poor woman, and a stranger, 

Bin out of your dominions; haying bere 

No judge indifferent, nur no more assutance 

Of equal frend>bip and proceeding. Alas, sir, 

In what hae | offended yor ? ae * cause 

Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure, 

That thus you sbould proceed to put me off, 

And take your good grace from me? Heayen 
wirnels, 

have been to you a true and bumble wife, 

At all times to your will conformable: 

Iver in tear to kindle your dislike, 

Yea, subject to your countenance; glad, or sorry, 

As IT saw it inchin'd. When was the hour, 

| ever contradicted your desire, : 

Ur made it not mine too? Or which of your 
friends f 

lave I not strove to love, although I knew 

e were mine enemy? what friend of mine, 

That had to bim deriv'd your anger, did I - 

Continue in my liking? nay, pave notice 

de was from theuce discharg'd ? Sir, call-to mind 
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That T have been your wife, in this obe diene 

Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 

With many children by you: If, in the course 

And proceſs of this time, you can report, 

And prove it too. _ mine hovour aught, 

My bond to wedlock, or my love aud duty, 

Against your sacred person, in God's wens, 

Turn me away; and let the foul'st contempt 

Shut door upon me, and so give me np 

To the sharpest kind of justice Please you, sir, 

The king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince most prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatch'd wit and judgment: Ferdinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one 

The wisez* prince, that there bad reign'd by many 

A year before: It is not to be question'd 

That they had gatber'd a wise council to them 

Of every realm, that did debate this businels, 

Who deem'd ouf marriage lawful: Wherefore [ 
humbly | 

Beseech vou, sir, to spare me, till T ma 

Be by my friends in Spain advis'd; whose counsel 

IJ will implore: if not; i'tbe name of God, 

Your pleasure be fulfilh'd! 

Mol. You have heie, lady, 

(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers; 
men . AE 
Of singular integrity and learning, 
Yea, th+ elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead 2 cause: It sball be therefore boot- 
| els, : 
That longer you desire the court; as well 
or your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unettled in the king. 

Cam. His grace . 
Hath spoken well, and justly: Therefore, madam, 
It's fit this 10yal session do proceed; 

And that, without delay, their arguments 


T. 
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Be now produc'd, and heard. 
. Cath. Lord cardinal, — 
To you I speak. 
JV ol. Your pleasure, madam ? 
0. Cath, Sir. 
Jam 8bout to weep; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have d-eam'd so,) certain, 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
Tl] turn to sparks of hire, | 
JI ol. Be patient yet. | 
O. Cath. I will, when you are humble; nay, 
before, ; 
Or God will punish me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent circumstances, that 
You are mine enemy; and make my challenge, 
You shall not be my judge: for it is you 
Hare blown this coal betwixt my lord and me, — 
Which God's dew quench! — Therefore, IL say 
; again, | 
T utterly abhor, yea, from my soul 
Refuse you for my judge; whom, yet once more, 
I hold my most malicious foe, aud think not 
At all a friend to truth, 
IT ol. Ido profels, 
You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have stood to charity, and display'd the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O'er-topping woman's power. Madam, you do 
me wrong: | . 
J have no spleen against you; nor injustice 
For you, or any: how far I have proceeded, 
Or how far further shall, is warranted | 
By a commission from the consistory, 
Yea, the whole consistory of Rome, You charge 
| me, „„ 
That I bave blown this coal: I do deny it: 
The king is present: If it be known to him, 
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound, 
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That I am free of your report, he knows, 


Is cramm'd with arrogancy, »pleen, and pride, 
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And worthily, my falshood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
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J am not of your wrong. Therefore in him ; * 
It lies, to cure me: and the cure is, to k 
Remove these thonghts from you: The which Ib 
before : 
His highneſ> shall speak in, I do beseech Br 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking, II. 
And to say so no more. in 
0 Cath, My lord, my lord, 75 
T am a simple woman, much too weak * 


To oppose your cunning. You aie meek, and 
humble-mouth'd ; 

You sign your place and calling, in full secmirg, 

With meekneſ> and bumility : but your heart 


You bave, by fortune, and his highnel[s* favours, 
Gone slightly ' o'er low steps; and now are 
mounted, 
Where powers are your retainers: and your 
words, 
Domesticks to you, serve your will, as't please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 
You tenqer. more your person's honour, than 
Your high protession spiritual: That again 
Ido iefu:e you for my judge; and here, 
Before you all, appeal unto the pope, 
To biivg my whole cause fore his holineſs, 
Aud to be judg'd by him. 
(She curt'sies to the King, and offers to depart, 
Cam. Yhe queen is obstinate, 1 
Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and Y 
Di-dainful to be try'd by it; 'tis not well. Y 
She's going away. | . 
King. Call ber again. 
Crier. Catharine, queen of England, come into 
the court. 


KING HENRY VIII. 35 


6 Grif. Madam. you are call'd back. 

£ 0. Cath. W hat necd yon note it? pray you, 
lc, keep your way: 

; When you > Os return, — Now the Lord 
| ep, 

Y They vex me . my patience! — pray you, 
pals on: 


Iwill not tarry; no, nor ever more, 
Upon this businel=, my appearance make 
" any of their courts. 
[Exeunt Queen, Grrrritu, and her other 
Aitendants, 
j King. Go thy ways, Kate: 
That wan i'the world, who shall report he has 
| A better wife, let bim 1 in nouglit be trusted, 
For speaking false in that: Thou art. Hons. 
= (If thy rare qualities, sweet gentien»[+, 
” Thy meekuels saint like, wife-like government, 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,) 
The queen of earthly queens; — She is noble 
born; 
And, like her true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. , 
WW ol. Niost gracious sir, 
In humblest manner I require your highnefs, 
That it shall please you to declare, in heatin 
Ok all these ears, (for where | am robb'd and 
bound, 
| There must I be unloo+'d ;* although not there 
At once and fully satisfy'd,) whether ever 1 
id broach this businels to your highneſs; or 
! ay'd any scruple in your way. which might 
Induce you to the que-tion ,on't ? or ever 
Have to you, — but with theuks to God for such 
A royal lady, — spake oue the least word, that 
| might ; 
Be to the prejudice of ber present state, 
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stood not in the smile of heaven; who had 
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Or touch of her good person? : 
King. My lord cardinal, ” it it 
J do excuse you; yes, upon mine honour, Do 
I free you from't. You are not to be ta ght ue 
That vou have many enemies, that know not or 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs, ? 
Bark when their fellows do: by some of thee z 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus'd; > Thi 
But will you be more justify'd? vou ever n 
Have wish'd the sleeping of this busineſs; nere 
Desir'd it to be 8tirr'd ; but oft have hinder'd, of; Be 
The passages made toward it; — on my hour, WM I 
T speak my good lord cardinal to this point, By 
And thus far cleat him. Now, what mov'd me NI 
| to't, — = Tl 
T will be bold with time, and your attention: 
Then mark the inducement. Thus it came; — 
5 give heed to't; — 
My conscience first receiv'd a tenderneſs, 
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter'd 
By the bishop of Bayonne, then French aubas: 
sador; 
Who had been hither sent on the debatin 
A marriage, *twixt the duke of Orleans _ 
Our daughter Mary: Tthe progrels of this busi. 
.nels, | 
Ere a determivate resolution, be | N 
(1 mean, the bishop) did require a respite; = | 
Wherein he might the king his lord advertise : 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, (> 
Re»pecting this our marinage with the e By 
Sometimes our brother's wife. This respite shook 
The bosom of mv conscience, enter'd me, 
Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast; which forc'd such way, 
That many maz'd considerings did throng, 
And pieſs'd in with this caution. First, methought, 
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Commanded nature. that mv lady's womb, 
It it conceiv'd a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of lite to't, than . 
* Ihe grave does to the dead: for ber male issue 
Or died where they were made, or shortly after 
This world bad aun'd them: Hence I took a 
thought, 
* This was a judgment on me; that my kingdom, 
> Well worthy the best heir o'the N should 
4 not 
; Be gladded in't by me; Then follows, that 
I weigh'd the danger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue's fail; and that gave to me 
Many a groaning ad Thus hulling in 
| The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are y 
Now present bete together; that's to say, 
I meant to rectify my conscience, — which 
T then did fee] ful sick, and yet not well, — 
By all the reverend fathers of the land, 
And doctors learu'd. — First, I began in private 
* With you, my lord of Lincoln; you remember 
| How under my oppression I did reek, 
Whea I first mov'd you. 
Lin, Very well, my liege. 
King. I have spoke long; be pleas'd yourself . 
: to s 
' How far you satisfy'd me. 
Lin. So please your highneſs, 
Ihe question did at first do Stagger me, — 
Bearing a state of mighty moment in't, 
And consequence of dread, — that I committed 
The daring'st counsel which I had, to doubt; 
And did ae your bighneſs to this course, 
Which you are running , Ga 
King. I then mov'd you, | 
My lord of Canterbury; and got your leave 
To make this present Summons ; — Unsolicited 
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] l-ft no reverend person in this court; 

But by particular consent proceeded, 

Under your hands and seals. Therefore, go on: 
For no dislike i'tbe world against the person 


Of the good queen, but the sbarp thorny points 


Of my alledged icasons, drive this forward ; 
Prove but ovr merriage lawful, by my lite, 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 

To wear our mortal state to come, with her, 
Catharine our queen, before the primest creature 
That's paragon'd o'the world. 


Cam. So pleuse your bighneſs, 
The quecn being absent, tis a needful fitneſs 
That we adjourn this court till further day: 
Mean while must be an earnest motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holineſs, [They rise to deport, 
King. I may perceive, (4:46, 
These cardinals trifle with me: T abhor 
This dilatory 8Joth, and tricks of Rome. 
My lcaru'd and well beloved servant, Cranmer, 
P' yther, return! with thy approach, | know, 
iy comfort comes al ng. Break up the court: 
L 5say, set on. {Exeunt, in munner as they enter'd, 
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ACTHI. SCENE I. 


A Room in the Queen's Apartment. 
The Queen, and some of her Women, at work. 


O. Cath. Take thy lute, wench: my soul grows 
sad with tioubles ; 
Sing, and disperse them, if thou canst; leave 
working. 


83 0 N. G. 


Orpheus with his lute made trees, 
And the mountain-tops, that freeze, 
Bow themselves, when he did sing; . 
To his musick, plants, and flowers, | 
Ever sprung; as sun, and Showers, 
There had made a lasting spring. 


Every thing that heard him play, 
3 billows of the Sg 4 | 
Hung their heads, and ther lay by. 
In $uweer musick is Such arts; 
Killing care, and grief of heart, 
Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 


Enter a Gentleman. 


O. Cath. How now? | 
Cent. An't please your grace, the two great 
cardinals | 

Wait ia the presence. 
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0. Cath, Would they speak with me? 
Gent. They will'd me say so, madam, 
O. Cath. Pray their graces , 

To come near, [Exit Gent.) What can he thi 


businels Pray. 
With me, a poor weak woman, fallen floa a 

tavour ? | If yc 
I do not like their coming, now I think on't. Beli 
They should be good men; their affairs as rigli. 

eous: 


But all hoods make not monks. 


Enter Worszr, and Campervs, © 


IV ol. Peace to your higbneſs! 
O. Cath. Your graces ſind me here part of a 
: housewire; , 
I would be all, against the worst may happen. 
V hat axe your pleasures with me, reverend lords? 


Mol. May it please you, noble madam, io Ho! 

s withdraw | TD Bet 

Into your private chamber, we sball give you FE Lil 

Tbe full cause of our coming. An 

. Cath Steak it bere. | ; 

There's nothing | have done yet, o my con 3 

science, 0 

Deserves a corner: Would, all other women Fo 

Could speak this with as tree a soul as | do! ; 8 
My lords, 1 care not, (o much I am happy 


Above a number,) if my actions N 

Were try'd by every tongue, every eye saw them, 

Envy and base opinion set against them, 

I know my life so even: If your businels 

Seek me out, and that way | am wife in, 

Out with it bolily ; Truth loves opeu dealing. 

+ Wol. Tanta est erga te mentis integritas, reg ilia 
Se ENtySLNA — | 


O. Cath. O, good my lord, no Latin; | 
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I am not such a truant since my coming, 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in: 
Astrange tongue makes my cause more strange, 


; SUSPICIOUS 3 * 
© Pray, speak in English : here are some will thank 
- ou, 


If you speak truth, for their poor mistre[s* sake; 

Believe ine, she has had much wrong: Lord car- 
ainal, y 

* The willing'st sin I ever yet committed, 

May be absolv'd in English. 

Mol. Noble lady, . 

| I am sorry, my integrity should breed, 

(And service to his majesty and you) 

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant, 

We come not by the way of accnsation, 

Jo taint that honour every good tongue blesses; 

Nor to betray you any way to sorrow; 

You have too much, god lady: but to know 


Between the king and vou; and to deliver, 

Like free aud honest men, our just opinions, 

And comforts to vour cause. 0 
Cam. Most honour'd madam, 

My lord of York, — out of his noble nature, 

Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace; 

2 like a good man, your late ceusnre 

Bod 

Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace, 

His service, and his counsel. 


s0!) 
But how to make ye suddenly an answer, 
In such a point of weight, so near mine honour, 
(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit, 
Aud to such men of gravity and learning, 
4 8 


4 6 


« 


How you stand minded in the weighty difference 


of his truth and him, (which was too far) 


O. Cath. To betray me. [Aside. 
My lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye speak like honest men, (pray God, ye prove 
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Is this your christian counsel? out upon ye! 
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a judge, 
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In truth, T know not. T was set at work. 
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, '0oking 
Either for such men, or such businels. 

For her sake that I have been, (for feel 
The last fit of my greatueſs,) good your graces, 
Let me have time, and counsel, for my cause; 
Alas! I am a woman, friendlels, bopelels, 


Wol. Madam, you wrong the king's loye with 


SY these fears; 

Your hones and friends are rata. 
O. Cath. In England, | 

But little for my profit: Can you think, lords, 

T-at any FE nglishman dare give me coun-e\? 

Or be a known friend, gainst his higbneh 

pleasure, 

(Though he be grown: 80 desperate to be hone:;,) 

And hive a subject? Nay, forsooth, my frieads, 

They that must weigh out my afflictions, 

They that my trust must grow to, live not here; 


They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
In mine own country, lords. 


sg 


2282 2528 


Cam. | would, your grace 
Would l-4ve your griefs, and take my counsel, 


0. Cath, How, sir? 


Cam. Put your main cause into the king's pro- 
tection; 


Both for your honour better, and your cause; 
For, if the trial of the law o'ertake you, 
You'll part away disgiac'd, 

Mol. He tells you tightly. 

O. Cath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, 


my ruin: 


That no king can corrupt. 
Cam. Your rage mistakes us, 


. f 0. Cath, 


c 2 
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O. Cath. The more shame for ye; holy men 1 
thought ye, 
Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues; 
But cardinal sins, and hollow bearts, I icar ye: 


Mend them for shame, my lords. Is this your 


comfort ? 
The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady? 
A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scorn'd ? 
I will not wish ye helf my miseries, 
I have more charity: But say. I warn'd ye; 


Take heed, for heaven's sake, take beed, lest at 


once | 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 
Mol. Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 


O. Cath. Ve turn me into K 4 Woe upon ye, 


And all such false professors! Would ye have me 
(If you have any justice, any pity; | 
If you be any thing but churchmen's habits,) 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me? 
Alas! be has banish'd me his bed already; 
His love, too long ago: I am old, my lords, 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen | 


Make me a curse like this. 
Cam. Your fears are worse. 


O. Cath. Have I liv'd thus long — (let me speak 


myself, 


Since virtue finds no friends,) — a wife, a true one? 


A woman (I dare say. without vain-glory,) 
Never yet branded with 8uspicioa ? 

Have I with all my full affections _. hy 
Still met the king? lov'd him next heaven? 
obey'd him? | 
Been, out of fondneſs, superstitious to him? 

Almost forgot my prayers to content him? 


And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lords. 


Vol. V. T 5 
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62 KING HENRY VIII. : 


In truth, T know not. IT was set at work 
Among my maids; full little, God knows, loo jns 
Either for such men, or such businels. 

For he! duke that 1 have been, (for I fee] 

The la-t fit of my gicatuels,) good your prancs, 
Let me have time, and counse), for my cans; 
Alas! Jam a woman, frierd'els, bopelels, 


Mol. Madam, you wrong the king's love wich 
| these fears; a 
Your hones and friends are infinite, 


Q. Cath. In England, 
But little for my profit: Can you think, lords, 
T-at any FE nglishman dare give me coun-e}? 
Or be a known friend, gainst his kighkne(y 

pleasure, 

(Though he be grown so desperate to be hong) 
And hve a subject? Nay, forsooth, my frieas, 
They that must weigh out my aillictions, 
They that my trust must grow to, live not here; 
They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 
In mive own country, lords. 


Carr, L would, your grace 
Would 1-4+e your griefs, and take my counsel. 


0. Cath, How, sir? 


Cam. Put your main cause into the king's pro- 
tection ; 
He's loving, and most gracious: "twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your cause; 
For. if the trial of the law o'ertake you, 
You'll par: away disg:ac'd, | 
Nol. He tells you tightly, 
O. Cath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, 
my ruin: 
Ts this your christian counsel? out upon ve! 
Heaven is above all yet; there sits a judge, 
That 10 king can corrupt. 
Cam. Your rage mistakes us, 


0. Cath. 
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0. Cath. The more shame for ye; holy men 1 

thought ye, 

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues; 

But cardinal sins, and hollow bearts, I icar ye: 

Mend them for shame, my lords. Is this your 
comfort ? 

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady? 

A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scorn'd ? 

I will not wish ye helf my miseries, 

J have more charity: But say,. I warn'd ye; 

Take heed, for heaven's sake, take beed, lest at 
once 

The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

Mol. Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 

You turn the good we offer into envy. 

O. Cath. Ve turn me into nothing: Woe upon ye, 
And all such false professors! Would ye have me 
(If you have any justice, any pity ; 

If you be any thing but churchmen's habits,) 
Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me? 
Alas! be has banish'd me his bed already; 
His love, too long ago: I am old, my lords, 
And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me, above this wretchednels? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 
Cam. Your fears are worse. 
O. Cath. Have I liv'd thus long — (let me speak 
myself, 
Since virtue finds no friends,) — a wife, a true one? 
A woman (I dare say. without vain-glory,) 
Never yet branded with suspicion? 
Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the king? lov'd him next heaven? 
obey'd him? 
Been, out of fondneſs, superstitious to him? 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 


And am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords. 


Vol. V. FE 
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64 KING HENRY VIII. 


Bring me a constant woman to her busband, 
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure; 
And to that woman, when she has done most, ; 
Yet will I add an honour, — a preat er 


Mol. Madam, you wander from the good we 
| aim at. | 
O. Cath. My lord, I dare not make myself 80 
| uilty, 


To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to: nothing but death 
Suall cer divorce my dignities. 
Vol. Pray, beer me. 
O. Cath. Would I had never trod this English 
earth, 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it! 
Ye bave angels“ faces, but heaven knows your 
N hearts. | 
What will become of me now, wretched lady? 
I am the most unhappy woman living. — 
Alas! poor wenches, where are now your for- 
| tunes ? [To her women, 
Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity, 
No friends, no hope: no kindred weep for me, 
Almost, no grave allow'd me: — Like tbe lilly, 
J at onde was mi>irels of the field, and flourish'd, 
I'll bang my bead, and perish. 
W ol. If your grace 
Could but be brought to know, our ends are 
honest, 
You'd feel more comfort: why sbould we, good 
: lady, $274 
Upon. what cause, wrong you? alas! our places, 
The way of our profession is against it; 
We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them. 
For goodnels' sake, consider what you do; 
How you may hurt yourself. ay, utterly 
Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this car- 
riage. K 
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The hearts of 8 kiſs obedience, 


So much they love it; but, to stubborn spirits, 

They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 

I know. you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A -oul as even as a calm; Pray, think us 

Those we profels, peace-makers, friends, and ser- 
vants. 


Cam. Madam, you'll find it 80. You wrong 


your virtues 
With thege weak women's fears. A noble spirit, 
As yours was put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it, The king 
| loves you; | 
Beware, you lose it not: For us, if you please 
To trust us in your businelſs, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 
O. Cath. Do what ye will, my lords: And, 
pray, forgive me, 5 
If T have us'd myself unmaunerly; 
You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 
Pray, do my service to his majesty : 


He bas my heart yet; and shall have my prayers, _ 


While I sball have my life. Come, reverend 
fathers, 

Bestow your-counsels on me: she now begs, 

That little thought, when she set footing here, 

She should have bought her diguities so dear. 


[Exeunt. 


* 


— 


ann It, 


Antechamber to the King's Apartment. 


— 


Enter the Duke of Noxrol k, the Duke of Surroxk, the 
Earl of Sun RET, and the Lord Chamberlain, 


Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints, 
And fotce them with a constancy, the cardinal 
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Cannot stand under them: If you ont 
The offer of this time, I cannot promiec, 
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces, 

With these you bear already. 

Sur, I am joyful 
To meet the least occasion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 
To be reveng'd on bim. 

Suf. Which of the peers 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at least 
Strangely gc Fer when did he regard 
The stamp of noblenels in any person, 
Out of himself? 

' Cham. My lords, you speak your pleasures: 
What he deserves of you and me, I know; 
What we can do to bim, (though now the time 
Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his acceſs to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. | 

Nor. O, fear him not; 
His spell in that is out: the king hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever mars | 
The honey of bis language. No, he's settled, 
Not to come off, in his 8 
Fur. Sir, 
T should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 
Nor. Believe it, this is true. 
In the divorce. bis contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein be appears, 
As I would wish mine enemy, 
Sur. How came 
His practices to light? 
Suf. Most strangely. 
Sur. O, how, how? 

Suf. The cardinal's letter to the pope miscar- 

| ried, 


\ 
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And came to on eye o' the king: wherein was 
read, LIE. 

How that the cardinal did entreat bis holineſs 
Jo stay the judgment o' the divorce; For if 

It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive, 

My king is tangled in a ffoction to 

A creature of the queen's, lady Anne Bullen, 

Sur, Has the king this? 

Suf. Believe it. | 

Sur. Will this work? 

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how be 

coasts, 
And bedges, his own way. But in this point 
All bis tricks founder, and he brings bis physick 
After his patient's death; the king already 
Hath married the fair lady. 
2 Sar. Would he had! ' 
Suf. May you be happy in your wish, my 
ord; 
For, I profeſs, you have it. 

Sur, Now all my joy 
Trace the conjunction ! 

Suf. My amen to't! 

Nor. All men's. 

Suf. There's order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unrecounted. — But, my lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and Complete 
In mind and feature: I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But, will the king 
Digest this letter of the cardiual's ? 

The lord forbid! 

Nor. Marry, Amen! 

Suf. No, no; 

There be more wasps that buz about bis nose, 
Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
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Is 8tolen away to Rome; hath ta'en no leave; 


7 
las left the cause of the king nnbandled; and To 
J. posted, as the agent of our cardinal, ( 
To second all his plot. I do assure you, J 
The king cry'd, ha! at this. It 
(ham. Now, God incense him, Th 
. And let him cry, ha, louder! An 
Nor. But, my lord, Th 
When returns Cranmer ? No 
Suf. 1 He is return'd in his opinions; which To 
Ha e satisfy'd the king for bis divorce, 
Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom: sbortly, I believe, 
His second marriage shall be publish'd, and D. 
Her coronation. Catharine no more 
Shall be call'd, queen; but princeſs dowager L 
Aud widow to prince Arthur. 
Nor. This same Cranmer's 
A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain T 
In the king's busiuels. T 
Suf. He bas; and we sball see him 1 
For it, an alchbishop. 
Nor. So I hear.- A 
Suf. *Tis 80. | H 
The cardinal — p 
Enter Worszr and. Cromwer.i. 
Nor. Observe, observe, he's moody. 7 


Mol. The packet, Cromwell, 
Gave't you the king? 
Crom. To his own hand, in his e 
Mol. Look'd be o'the inside of the paper? 
Crom Presently 
He did unseal them : and As gd he view'd, 
He did it with a serious mind; a heed 
Was in his countenance: You, he bade 
Attend him here this morning. 


— 
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Mol. Ts be ready 


To come abroad ? | 
Crom. I think, by this he is. 
IVol. Leave me a while. — [Exit CROM. 
It shall be to the dutcheſs of Alengon, 
The French king's sister: he shall mary ber, — 
Anne Bullen! No; I'll vo Anne Bullens for him: 
There's more in't has fair visage. — Bii:Nen! 
No, we'll no Bullens! — Spe-dily Wish 
To bear from Rome. — The marchionels of Pem- 
broke! : | 
Nor. He's discontcnted. h 
Suf. May be, be hears the king 
Does whet bis anger to him. 
Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord,- for thy jus:1ce! 
Mol. The late queen's gentle woman; a knight's 
daughter, 
To be her 3 N the queen's queen! — 
This candle burns not clear: 'tis I must snuff it; 
Then, out it goes, — What though I know her 
virtuous, 
And well-deserving? yet T naw her for 
A spleeny Lutheran; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, tbat she should lie i' tbe bosom of 
Our. bard-ruFd king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretick, an arch one, Cranmer; one 
Hath c:-awÞP 4 into the favour of the Ling, 
Aud is bis oracle. | 
Nor. He is vex'd at something. 
Sur. I would, *twere s2mething that would fret 6 
the sing, 
The master-cord of bis heart! 


Enter the King, reading a schedule; | aps LoveL. 


Suf. The king, the king. 


King. What piles of wealth hath be accumu- 
lated 
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70 KING HENRY VIII, 


To his own portion! and what expence by the 


hour 
Seems to flow from him! How, i'the name of 
thrift, 


Does he rake this together! — Now, my lords; 
Saw you the cardins] ? 
Nor. My lord, we have 


Stood here observing him: Some strange commo- 

| tion 

Is in his brain: be bites his lip, and starts ; 

Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 

Then, lays his finger on his temple; straight, 
Springs out into fast gait; then, stops again, 

Strikes hts breast bard ; and anon, he casts 

His eye against the moon: in most strange postures 

We have seen him set himself. 


King. It may well be; 
There is a matiny in bis mind. This morning 
Papers of »tate he sent me to peruse, 
As | requm'd; And, wot you, what I found 
There, on my conscience, put unwittingly? 
Forsooth, an inveatory, thus importing, — 
The several parcels of his plate, bis treasure, 
Rich stuffs, and ornaments of houshold ; which 
I find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject. 


Nor. It is beaven's will; 
Some spirit put this paper in the packet, 
To bleſs your eye withal, 

King. If we did think 
His contemplation were above the earth, 
And fx'd on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell in his musings; but, I am afraid, 
His thiokings are — 4 the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[He takes his seat; and whispers Lovel, who 
goes to Wolsey. RTF 
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Wol. Heaven forgive me! — 
Ever God bleſs your bighneſs! 


King. Good my lord, y 
You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the in : 
ventory 


Of your best graces in your mind; the which 
You were now running o'er; you have scarce 
time | 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span, 
To keep your earthly audit: Sure, in that 
1 deem you an ill husband; and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 
W ol. Sir, 
For holy offices I bave a time; a time 
To think upon the part of busineſs, which 
I bear i'the state; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 
I her frail son, amongst my breth'ren mortal, 
Must give my tendance to. 
King. You have said well. | 
I ol. And ever may your highneſs yoke toge- 
ther, 
As T will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well saying! 
King. Tis well said again; 
And 'tis a kind of good deed, to say well: 
And yet words are no deeds. My father loy'd 
you: 
[Te said, be did; and with his deed did crown 
lis word upon you. Since I had my office, 
| have kept you next my heart; have not alone 
Employ'd you where high profits might come 
home, 
But par'd my present bavings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 
IV ol. What should this mean? 
Fur. The Lord increase this busineſs! [Avide, 
King. Have I not made you 


Cu wee Ii 
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The prime man of the state? I pray you, tell me 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true: 
And, if yon may confels it, say witbal, 


If you are bound to us, or no. What say you? 


Mol. My sovereign, I confeſs, your royal 
| races, 
Shower'd on me daily, have been more, than 
could 

My studied purposes requit; which went 
Beyond #li man's endeavours: — my endeavours 
Have ever come to short of my desires, 
Yet, fil'd with my abilities: Vive own ends 


| Have been mine so that evermore they pointed 


To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, [ 
Can nothing render but allegiant thanks; 
My prayers to heaven for you; my loyalty, 
Which ever has, and ever shall be growing, 
Till death, that winter, kill it. 

King. Fairly answer'd; 
A loyal and obedient subject is 
Ther ein illustrated : the houour of it 
Does pay the act of it; as, i'the contrary, 
The foulnels is the punishment. I presume, 
That, as my hand has open'd bounty to you, 


My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour, 


more | 
On yqu, than any; so your hand, and heart, 
Your brain, and every function of your power, 
Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty, 
As *twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 


N ol. I do profeſs. | 
That for your highnels' good Jever labour'd 


More than mine own; that am, have, and will 
be, | 


GF 
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Though all the world should crack their duty to 


you, 
And throw it from their soul; though perils did 
Abound, as tbick as thought could make them, 
and 
Appear in forms more horrid; yet my duty, 
As doth a rock against the cbiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And stand unshaken yours. 
King. *Tis nobly spoken: — 
Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, | 
For you have seen him open't. Read o'er this; 
[Giving him papers. 
And, after, this: and then to breakfast, with 
What appetite you have. TINS 
[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolsey : 
the Nobles throng after him, whispering and 
smiling. | 
Wol, What should this mean? | 
What sudden anger's this? how have I reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes: So looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring buntsman that has gall'd bim; 
Then makes him nothing. I must resd this paper; 
I fear, the story of his anger. — "Tis so; 
This paper has undone me: — Tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together 
For ans + ends; indeed, to gain the pope- 
om, . 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence, 
Fit for a fool to fall by! What croſs devil 
Made me put this main secret in the packet 
I sent the king? Is there no way to cure this? 
No new device to beat this from his brains ? 
I know, *twill stir him strongly; Yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spight of fortune 
Will bring me off again. What's this — To the 
Pope ? | 
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The letter, as IT live, with all the busineſs 
I writ to his holineſs. Nay then, farewel! 
I have touch'd "ang highest point of all my preat 
nels ; 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 
J haste now to my setting: [ sball fall 
Like a bright exbalation in the evening, 
And no man see me more. 


* 


Re-enter the Dukes of Nonrolx and Svrror.x, the 
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain, 


Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal; who 
- commands you 
To render up the great seal presently 
Into our hands; and to e yourself 
To Asher house, my lord of Winchester's, 
Till you hear further from his highneſs. 
Mol. Stay, 
Where's your commission, lords? words cannot 
car 
Authority so weighty. 
Suf. Who dare er ſe them? 
Bearing the king's will from his mouth expreſsly? 
N ol. Till | find more than will, or words, to 
do it, | 
(1 mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, 
I dare, and must deny it. Now I feel 
Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. 
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 
As if it fed ye? and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in eveiy thing may bring my ruin? 
Follow your envious courses, men of malice; 
You heve christian warrant for them, and, no 
; doubt, 
Tn time will find their fit rewards. That seal, 
| You ask with 8uch a violence, the king, 
(Mine, and your master,) with his own hand gave 
mes: | 
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Bude me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 
During my life; and, to confirm his goodneſs, 
1y'd it by letters patents: Now, who'll take it? 

Sur. The king, that gave it. 

J ol. I must be himself then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest. 

Wol. Proud lord, thou liest; 
Within these forty. bours Surrey durst better N 
Have burnt that tongue, than said so. | - ay 

Sur. Thy ambition, | 
Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land ö 
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law : 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 

(With thee, and all thy best parts bound together,) 

Weigh'd not a hair of bis. Arc, 74] of your policy! 

You seat me deputy for Ireland; | 

Far from his 8uccour, from the king, from all 

That might have mercy on the fault thou gay's 
him ; | | 


Whilst your great goodneſs, out of holy pity, 


Absoly'd him with an axe. 

Wol. This, and all else 
This talking lord can lay upon my credit, 
I answer, is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts: how innocent | was 
From any private malice in his end, 
His noble jury and foul cause can witneſs. 
If I lov'd many words, lord, I should tell you, ,. 
You have as little honesty as honour; LP 
That, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 
And all that love his follies. 

Sur, By my soul, | 
Your long coat, priest, protects you; thou should'st 


4 


ee | 
My word i'the life - blood of thee else. — My 
| | lords, 
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Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? 


And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely 
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, * ; 
Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward, 
And dare us with his cap, \ike larks, L 
I ol. All goodneſs 5 
Is poison to thy stomach.“ 
Fur. Yes, that goodnels 
Of gleaning all the Jand's wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion; 
The goodnels of your intercepted packets, 
You writ to the pope against the king: your 
; goodnels, | | 
Since you Tru me, shall be most notorions,-. 
My lord of Norfolk, — as you are truly noble, 
As you respect the common good, the state 
Of our despis'd nobility, our issues, 
Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen, — 
Produce the grand sum of his sinus, the articles 
Collected from his life: — I'll startle you 
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown 
— wench 5 
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal. 
Mol. How much, methinks, I could despise 
this man, 
But that T am bound in charity against it! 
Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king's 
hand: | 
But, thus much, they are foul ones, 
IV ol. So much fairer, | 
And spotleſs, shall mine innocence arise, 
When the king knows my truth. 
Fur. This cannot save you: 
I thank my memory, IL yet remember 
Some of these articles; an& out they shall. 
Now, if you can blush. and cry guilty, cardinal, 
You'll shew a little honesty. 
Wol. Speak on, Sir; 


\ 
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T dare your worst objections: if I blush, 
It is. to see a nobleman want manners. 
Sur. I'd rather want those, than my bead. 


\ + Have at v0. 
First, that, without the king's assent, or know- 
ledge, 3 


You wrought to be a legte; by which power 
You maim'd tbe jurisdiction of all bishops. 


Nor. Then, that, in all you writ to Rome, or 
else 
To soreign princes, Ego et Rex meus 
Was still inscrib'd; in which you brought the 
king | 
To be your servant. 

Suf. 'Then, that, without the knowledge 
Eitber of king or council, when you went 
Ambassador to the emperor, you mad bold 
To carry into Flanders the great seal. 


Sur. Item, you sent a large commission 
To Gregory de Cassalis, to cunclude, ; 
Witbout the king's will, or the state's allowance, 
A leagve between bis bighneſs'and Ferrara. 
Suf. That, out of meie ambition, you have 
caus'd 
Your holy hat to be stamp'd on the king's coin, 
Sur. Then, that you have sent innumerable 


substance. , 
(By what means got, I leave to your own con- 
science,) 


To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities; to the mere undoing. 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are; 
Which, since they ate of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with. 


Cham. O my lord, | 
Preſs not a falling man too far; tis virtue; 
His faults lie open to the laws; let them, 
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Not you, 9 him. My heart weeps to ze- 
im | 
So little of his great self. 
Sur. I forgive him. 
Suf. Lord cardinal, the king's 
is, — 
Because all those things, you babe done of lat- 
By your power legatine within this kingdom, 
Fall into the compals of a praemumre, — 
That therefore such a writ be su'd against you; 
To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
( hattels, and whatsoever, and to be 
Out of the king's protection: — This is my 


charge. 
Nor. And 


further pleasure 


80 we'll leave you to your medi- 
tations | 

How to live better. For your stubborn answer, 
About the giving back the great seal to us, 
The king fall now it, and, no doubt, shall 
thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good lord cardinal, 


X [Exzeunt all but Wobbey. 
Mol. So farewell to the little good you bear 


me. 
Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatneſs! 
This is the state of man; To-day be puts forth 
The tender lea: es of hope, to-morrow blossoms, 
And bears his blustivg honours thick upon him: 
The ,third day, comes a frost, a killing frost; 
And, — when be thinks, good easy man, full 
| surely | | 
His greatneſs is a ripening, — nips his root, 
And then be falls, as I do. I bave ventur'd, 
Like little wanton boys that swim on bladders, 
This many summers in a «ea of glory; 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has leit 


me, 
Weary, 


r en to Yo OOO TIT 
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Weary, and old with service, to the mercy 

Of a rude stream, that must for ever hide me. 

Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye; 

I feel my heart new open'd: O, how wretche4 

Is that poor man, that hangs on princes' favours ! 

There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire 
to, 

That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 

More pangs and fears than wars or women have; 

And when be falls, be fails like Luciler, 

Never to hope again, — 


Enter CnomwEeLti, amazedly, 


Why, bow now, Cromwell? 
Crom. I have no power to speak, sir. 
IVol. What, amaz'd 
At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder, 
A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep, 
I am fallen indeed. 
Crom. How does your grace? 
IV ol. Why, well; 
Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myself now; and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities, | 
A $till and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd 
me, 
I humbly thank his grace; and from these 
shoulders, 
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken 
A load would sink a navy, too much honour; 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden, 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. 


+ 


Crom. I am glad, your grace has made that 


right use of it. 


I ol. T bope, | have: I am able now, methinks, 
(Out of a fortitude of soul 1 feel],) 


To endure more miseries, and greater far, 


Vol. V. k CG 8 
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Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer, 
What news abroad? 
Crom. The heaviest, and the worst, 
Is your displeasure with the king. 
Wol. God bleſs him! 
Crom. The next is, that sir Thomas More is 
chosen 
Lord chancellor in your place. 
Wol. That's somewhat sudden: 
But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his highneſs' favour, and do justice 
For truth's sake, and his conscience; that his 
bones, 
When he has run his course, and sleeps in bles- 
sings, 
May bave a tomb of orphans' tears wept on 
em! 
What more? 
Crom. That Craumer is return'd with welcome, 
Install'd lord archbishop of Canterbury. 
Wol. That's news indeed. 
Crom. Last, that the lady Anne, 
Whom the king hath in secrecy long marry'd, 
This day was view'd in open, as his queen, 
Going to chapel; and the yoice is now 
Only about her coronation. 
Wol. There was the weight that pull'd me 
down. O Cromwell, 
The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
In that one womar I have lost for erer: 
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
Upon my _, Go, get thee from me, Crom- 
well; 
Jam a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and master: Seek the king; 
That sun, I pray, may never set! I have told 
im 
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What, and bow true thou art: he will advance 
thee ; | 

some little memory of me will stir him, 

(I know his noble nature,) not to let 

Thy hopeful * eh perich too: Good Crom- 
well, | 

Neglect him not; make use now, and provide 

For thine own future safety. 

Crom. O my lord, 

Must I then leave you? must I needs forego 

So good, 80 noble, and so true a master? 

Bear witneſs, all that have not hearts of iron, 

With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord. — 

The king $ball have my service; but my prayers 

For ever, and for ever, sball be yours. 

IVol. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a 

tear 

In all my miseries; but thou hast forc'd me, 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 

Let's dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Crom- 
well; 

And, — when I am forgotten, as I shall be; 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 

Of me more must be beard of, — say, I taught 


thee, | 
Say, Wolsey, — that once trod the ways of 
glory, 
And sounded all the depths and $hoals of 
honour, — 


Found thee a way, out of his wreck; to rise in; 
A sure and safe one, though thy master mils'd it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition; 
By that sin fell the angels, how can man then, 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by't? 
Love thyself _ cherish those hearts that hate 
thee; 


Corruption wins not more than honesty. 


G g 2 


_— ͤ 


— — Do — »> —_— TIES — 


- = — — — — Sz 2 
— 7 — . ——-— — —_— _ 
z hh — = — ug -”a- 
72 9 3 — — 
+ - ' 4 5 * > . _ 1 


92 KING HENRY VIII. 


Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
To silence envious tongues. ' Be just, aud ſer 


not: | Thi 

Let all the ends, thou aim'st at, be thy coun. | 1 
try's, 2 

Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou fall'st, 0 Thi 

Cromwell, 2 

Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king; 11 

And, — Pr'ythee, lead me in: = As, 
There take an inventory of all I have, 2 

To the last penny; 'tis the king's: my robe, © In 

And my integrity to heaven, is all a; 

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Crom- by 

well, = No 

Had T but serv'd my God with half the zeal TH 
IT serv'd my king, he would not in mine age 5 

Ilave left me naked to mine enemies. = Th 

Crom. Good sir, have patience. FF 

Mol. So I have. Farewell & Of 

The hopes of court! my hopes in heaven do WF By 

dwell. Exeunt, 1 Th 

Y To 

( He 

3 5 ; 

N 13 

Bu 

ACT IV. SCENE I. = Th 

4 

A Street in Westminster, F of 

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting. i — 

1. Gen. You are well met once again. B! A 

2. Gen. So are you. ; N 


1. Gen. You come to take your stand here, 
and behold | 
The lady Anne pals from her coronation ? 
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2. Gen. Tis all my busineſs. At our last en- 
counter, 


The duke of Buclingham came from his trial. 
1. Cen. Tis very true: but that time offer'd 
sorrow; 
This, general joy. 
2. Gen. Pis well: the citizens, 
T am sure, bave shew at full their royal minds; 
As, let them have their rights, they are ever 
forward 
In celebration of this day with shews, 
Pageants, and sights of honour, 
1. Gen. Never greater, 
Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir. 
2. Gen. May | be bold to ask what that con- 
tains, 
That paper in your hand? 
1. Gen. Yes; 'tis the list 
Of those, that claim their offices this day, 
By custom of the coronation. | 
The duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 
To be high steward; next, the duke of Norfolk, 
He to be earl marshal: you may rcad the rest. 
2. Gen. I thank you, sir; had I not known 
those customs, 
I should have been beholding to your paper. 
But, I beseech you, what's become of Catharine, 
The princeſs dowager? how goes her businels? 
1. Cen. That I can tell you too. The arch- 
bishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of his order, 
Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthill, where the princeſs ley; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appear'd nat; 
And, to be short, for not appearance, and 
The king's late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divorc'd, 
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And tbe late marriage made of none effect: 
Since which, sbe was removed to Kimboltan, 
Where she remains now, sick. 

2. Gen. Alas, good lady! — 


[ Trumpet, 
The trumpets sound: stand close, the queen u 
coming. 


THE ORDER OF THE PROCESSION, 


— 
1 


A lively flourish of trumpets; then, enter 


1. Two julges. 

2. Lord Chancellor, with the purse and mace be. 
fore hum 

3. Choristers singing. [Musick. 

4. Mayor of London, bearing the mace. Ifen 
Garter, in lus coat of arms, and on his head 
« gilt copper crown. 

5. Marquis Dorset, bearing a scepter of gold, on 
tus head a demi-coronal of gold. With him, 
the Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod of ilcer 
with the dove, crown'd with an earl's Coronet. 
Collars of S. 

G. Dulie o f Suffolk, in his robe of estate, his corone: 
on has head, bearing a long white wand, 
high steward. With him, the Duke of Hen 
folk, with the rod of marshalship, a coronet on 
his head. Collars of SS. 

7. A canopy borne by four of the cinque-ports; 
under it, the Queen in her robe; in her hav 
richly adorned with pearl, crowned. On each 
Side of her, the bisliops of London and I} in- 
chester. 

8. The old Dutcheſs of Norfolk, in a coronal of 
gold, wrought with flowers, bearing the Queen's 
train. | 

9. Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlet! 
of gold without flowers. 
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2. Gen. A royal train, believe me, — These 
I know; — 
Who's that, that bears the scepter? 
1. Cen. Marguis Dorset: 
And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 
2. Cen. A bold brave gentleman. That should 
b | 


e 
The duke of Suffolk. 

1. Gen. "Tis the same; high-steward. 

2. Gen. And that my lord of Norfolk? 

1. Gen. Yes. 

2, Gen. Heaven bleſs thee! 

[ Looking on the queen. 

Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look'd on. — 


Sir, as I bave a soul, sbe is an angel; 


Our king has all the Indies in his arms, 
And more, and richer, when he strains that 
lady: 
I cannot blame his conscience. 
1. Gen. They, that bear | 
The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the cinque-ports. 
2. Gen. Those men are happy; and so are all, 
are near her. 
I take it, she that carries up the train, 
Is that old noble lady, dutcheſs of Norfolk. 
1. Gen. It is; and all the rest are countesses. 
2. Gen. Their coronets say sd. These are stars, 
indeed ; 
And, sometimes, falling ones. 
1. Cen. No more of that. | 
[Exit Procession, with a great flourish of 
trumpets. | 


Enter a third Gentleman, 


God save you, sir! Where have you been 
broiling ? 
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3. Gen. Among the croud i' the abbey; where 
a finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more; I am stifled 
With the mere ranknels of their joy, 
2, Gen. You saw 
The ceremony? 
3. Gen. That I did. 
1. Gen, How was it? 
3. Cen. Well worth the seeing. 
2. Gen. Good sir, speak it to as. 
3. Gen. As well as I am able. The rich 
stream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepar'd place in the choir, fell off 
A distance from her; while her grace sat down 
To rest awhile, some half an hour, or so, 
In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 
Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man: Which when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the sbrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 
As loud, and to as many tunes: hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think,) flew up; and had their 
faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such 
0 
I never saw before. Great-belly'd women, 
That bad not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would shake the prels, 
And make them reel before them. No man 
living 
Could say, This is my wiſe, there; all were 
woven | 
So strangely in one piece. 
2. Gen. But, what follow'd ? 
3. Gen. At length her grace rose, and with 
modest paces 


KING HENRY VIII 87 


Came to the altar; where she kneel'd, and, saint- 
like, 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd de- 
voutly. 
Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people: 
When by the archbishop of Canterbury 
She bad all the royal makings of a queen; 
As hoiy oil, Edward Confessor's crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such em- 
blems 
Lay'd nobly on ber: which perform'd, the choir, 
With all the choicest musick of the kingdom, 
Together sung Te Deum. So she parted, | 
And with the same full state pac'd back again 
To Vork place, where the feast is held. 
1. Gen. Sir, 
You must no more call it York place, that's 
ast: 
For, since the cardinal fell, that title's lost; 
'Tis now the king's, and call'd — Whitehall. 
3. Gen. I know it; : | | 
But 'tis so lately alter'd, that the old name 
Is fresh about me. 
2. Gen. What two reverend bishops 
Were those that went on each side of the 
ueen ? 
3. Gen. Stokesly, and Gardiner; the one, of 
Winchester, 
(Newly preferr'd from the king's secretary, 
The other, London. 
2. Gen. He of Winchester 
Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 
3. Gen. All the laud knows that: 


However, yet there's no great breach; when it 
comes, 


Cranmer will ng a friend will not sbrink from 
im. Wy 
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2. Gen. Who may that be, I pray you? | ( 
3. Gen. Thomas Cromwell; a man in much Fol 
esteem | 


With the King, and truly a worthy friend, 


Es 
The king has made him master o' the jews. WE He 

house, | ** 
And one, already, of the privy-council, 5 6 


2. Gen. He will deserve more. 
3. Gen. Yes, without all doubt. 


Come, gentlemen, ye shall po my way, which 10 
Is to tbe court, and there ye shall be my guests; BF WW 
Something I can command. As I walk thither, | Tc 
III tell ye more. e 
Both. You may command us, sir. LExeun. ; A 
0 
AF: 
Kimbolton. 14 
J F 
Enter CAaTHARineg, Dowager, sick; led between Gris- 2 C 
FITH and Patience. Y F 
As 37; 
Grif. How does your grace? \ 


Cath. O, Griflith, sick to death: 
My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the carth, 
Willing to leave their burden: Reach a chair; — 
So, — now, methinks, I feel a little case. 
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led'st 

me 
That the great 
Was dead? 

Grif. Yes, madam; but, I think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear tot. 

Cath. Pry'thee, good Griffith, tell me how be 
| dy'd : 

If well, he stepp'd before me, bappily, 
For my example. 


child of bonour, cardinal Wolze), 
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Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam; 
For after the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested bim at York, and brought him forward 
(As a man sorcly tainted) to his answer, 
He fell sick suddeuly, and grew 80 ill, 
He could not sit his mule. 

Cath. Alas, poor man! 

Grif. At last, with easy roads, he came to 

Leicester, | 
Lodg'd in the abbey; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, bonourably receiv'd him 
To whom he gave these words, — O father 
abbot, : 

An old man, broken with the storms of state, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among yes; 
Give him a little earth for charity! 
So went to bed: where eagerly his sickneſs 
Pursu'd him still; and, three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, (which he bimself 
Foretold, should be his last,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Cath. So may he rest; his faults lie gently 


on him! 

Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak 
him, 

And yet with charity, — He was a man 


Of an unbounded stomach, ever rankin 
Himself with princes; one, that by suggestion 
Ty'd all the kingdom: simony was fair play; 
His own opinion was his jaw: I' the presence 
He would say untruths; and be ever double, 
Both in bis words and meauing: He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful: 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty; 
But his performance, as he is now, nothing, 
Of his own body be was ill, and gave 
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The clergy ill example. 
Grij. Noble madam, 


Men's evil manners live in braſs; their virtue, 1 

We write in water. May it please your high. I ba) 
: nels o 

To bear me speak his good now? 5 


Cath, Yes, good Griffith; 
I were malicious else. 

Grif. This cardinal, 
Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was tashion'd to much honour. From his cradle, 1 8 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one; 


V.xceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuadiny : ; For 
Lofty, and sour, to them that lov'd him not; * 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet ay : 

_ summer., 4 The 
Aud though he were unsatisfy'd in getting, x 4 
(\Vhich was a sin,) yet in bestowing, matlam, . i⸗ 
Ile was most princely: Ever wiinels for him _- 
Those twins of learning, that he rais'd in yon, i i 
Ipswich, and Oxford! one of which fell wich | 


Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 
The other, though unfinish'd, yet so famous, 
So excelent in art, an stiil so rising, 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him; 
For then, and not til] then, he felt himself, 
And found the blesscinels of being little: 
And, to add greater bonours to his age 

Than man could give him, he dy'd, fearing God. 


Cath. After my drath I wish no other herald, 
No other speaker of my living actions, 
To keep mine honour from corruption, 
But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom most hated living, thou hast made me, 
With thy religious truth, and modesty, 


i C 
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| 
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E Now in his ashes honour: Peace be with 
A him! — 

© Patience, be near me still; and set me lower: 

I have not long to trouble thee. — Good Grif- 
o ith, 

Cause the musicians play me that sad note 

I nam'd my knell, whilst I sit meditating 

On that celestial harmony I go to. 


* 


Sad and solemn musick, 


| 

* Grif. She is asleep: Good wench, let's sit 
7 down quiet, 

For fear we wake her; — Softly, gentle Pa- 


? 
x 


/  tience, 


The vision. Enter, solemnly tripping one after an- 
other, ix personages, clad in white robes, wear- 
ing on their heads garland of bays, and golden 
vizards on their faces ; branches of bays, or palm, 
in their hands. They first cungee unto her, then 
dance; ard, at certain changes, the first two hold 
a spare garland over her head; at which, the 

other Jour make reverend court'sies then the two, 
that held the garland, deliver the same to the 
other next two, who observe the ame order in 
their changes, and holding the garland over her 
head: which done, they deliver the same garland 
to the last two, who likewise observe the same 
order: at which, (as it were by inspiration,) she 
makes in her sleep sigus of rejoicing, and holdeth 
up her hands to heaven: and zo in their danci 

t 


ey vanich, carrying the garland with them, 
The musick continues. | 


Cath. Spirits of pence, where are ye? Are ye 
all gone? 


And leave me here in wretchedneſs behind ye? 
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Ne 

Grij. Noble madam, 
Men's evil manners live in braſs; their virtues Pa 
Vie write in water. May it please your high. 1 

nels 

To bear me speak his good now? | Ca 
Cath, Yes, good Griffith; 31 
] were malicious else. E Or 


Grif. This cardinal, ; 
Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was tashion'd to much honour. From his cradle, 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one; 
).xceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : F 
Lofty, and sour, to them tbat lov'd him not; f 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as 

summer. 
Aud though he were unsatisfy'd in getting, 
(\Vhich was a sin,) yet in bestowing, marſam, 
Ile was most princely: Ever wiinels for him 
Those twins of learning, that he rais'd in you, 
Ip>wich, and Oxford! one of which fell with 
him, 

Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 
The other, though unfinish'd, yet so famous, 
So excellent in art, and still so rising, 
That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himself, 
And found the blessedneſe of being little: 
And, to add greater bonours to his age 
Than man could give him, he dy'd, fearing God. 


Cath. After my drath I wish no other herald, 
No other speaker of my living actions, 
To keep mine honour from corruption, 
But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 
Whom 1 most hated living, thou hast made me, . 
With thy religious truth, and modesty, 1 


T 
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Now in bis ashes honour: Peace be with 
him! — 

Patience, be near me still; and set me lower: 

L have not long to trouble thee. — Good Grif- 
lich, | 

Cause the musicians play me that sad note 

I nam'd my knell, whilst I sit meditating 

On that celestial harmony I go to. 


Sad and Solemn musick, 


Grif. She is asleep: Good wench, let's sit 
down quiet, 
For fear we wake her; — Softly, gentle Pa- 
tilence. 


The vision. Enter, solemnly tripping one after an- 
other, ix personages, clad in white robes, wear- 
ing on their heads garlands of bays, and golden 
vizards on their faces : branches of bays, or palm, 
in their hands. They first cungee unto her, then 
dance; and, at certain changes, the first two hold 
a spare garland over her head; at which, the 

other Jour make reverend court'sies ; then the two, 
- that held the garland, deliver the same to the 
other next two, who observe the same order in 
their changes, and holding the garland over her 
head: which done, they deliver the ame garland 
to the last two, who likewise vbserve the same 
order : at which, (as it were by inspiration,) she 
makes in her sleep signs of rejoicing, and holdeth 
up her hands to heaven: and zo in their dancin 


they vanish, carrying the garland with them. 


The musick continues. 


An 
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Cath. Spirits of pence, where are ye? Are ye 
all gone? 


And leave me here in wretchedneſs behind ye? 


> $6" ERA 


* 


8 


92 KING HENRY vii. 


Grif. Madam, we are here. 

Cath, It is not you I call for: 
Saw ve none enter, since I slept? 
 Grif. None, madam. 

Cath. No? Saw you not, even now, a blessed 

troop 

Tnvite me to a banquet; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun? 
They promis'd me eternal happinels ; 
And brought me parlands, Griffith, which I fee] * You 
TI am not worthy yet to wear: I shall, | 
Assuredly. 

Criſ. Jam most joyful, madam, such good 

reams 

Posseſs your fancy. 


Cath. Bid the musick leave, 

They are barsh and heavy to me. [Mucsick cease:, 
Pat. Do you note, 

How much ber grace is alter'd on the sudden? 


How long her face is drawn? How pale she 
looks, 


And of an earthy cold? Mark her eyes. 
Grif. She is going, wench; pray, pray. 
Pat. Heaven comfort her! 


r 
A. 


EE A naked 
c 
* 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. An't like your grace, — 
Cath. You are a $awcy fellow: F 
Deserve we no more reverence ? 5 
Grif. You are to blame, = 
Knowing, * not lose her wonted great- 

| neſs, . | 

To use so rude behaviour: go to, kneel. 

Mes. 1 humbly do entreat your biphneſs' 
pardon ; ; 
My haste made me unmannerly: There 1s 
Staying 
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A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you. 
Cath. Admit bim entrance, Griffith: But this 
fellow 
Let me ne'er see again. 
[Exeunt GRirrirn, and Messenger. 


Re-enter GrreerTn, with Carvcivs, 


If my sight fail not, 
You should be lord ambassador from the em- 
eror, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 
Cap. Madam, the same, your servant. 
Cath. O my lord, 
The times, and titles, now are alter'd strangely 
With we, since first you knew me. But, I pray 
ou, 
What 1s your pleasure with me? 
Cap. Noble Jady, 
First, mine 6wn service to your grace; the next, 
The king's request that I would visit you; 
Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by 
me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 
Cath, O my good lord, that comfort comes 
too late; | 
"Tis like a pardon after execution: 
That gentle physick, given in time, had curd 
me z | 
But now I am past all comforts here, but 
rayers. 
How does his highneſs? 
Cay. Madam, in good health. 
Cath. So may he ever do! and ever flourish, 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor 
name 
Banish'd the kingdom! — Patience, is that letter, 
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6 I caus'd you write, yet sent away? 

: Pat. No, madam. giving it to Ca 

1 Cath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to delive Sta. 

A This to my lord the king. 

j Cap. Most willing, madam, To 

| Cath. In which I bave commended to Ii; ( 

. oodnels = Or 

Þ The model of our chaste loves, his youu, WF ( 

1 daughter; — = 

I The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on In 

be: her! — | Sa) 

" Beseeching bim, to give her virtuous breeding; | Ou 

9 (Sbe is young, and of a noble modest nature; a 

þ I hope, she will deserve well;) and a little Fo 

j To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'd 4 

; him, | » M 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poo: WL Yc 

petition Ca 

s, that his noble grace would have some pity 1 
Upon my wretched women, that so long, IL. 
Have follow'd both my fortunes faithfully; V 
Of which there is not one, [ dare avow, 1 
(And now I sbould not lye,) but will derserre, 1 1 
For virtue, and true beauty of the soul, ITI 
For bhouesty, and decent carriage, 


A right good husband, let him be a noble; 
And, sure, those men are happy that shall have 
them. 
The last is, for my men; — they are the poorest, 
But poverty could never draw them from me; — 
That they may have their wages duly paid 
them, : 
And something over to remember me by; 
If heaven had pleas'd to have given me longer 
EL life, 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 
These are the whole contents: — And, good 
my lord, 
By 


7.7. ˙ A ed alia 


ö 
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By that you love the dearest in this world., 

As you wish christian peace to souls departed, 

Stand these poor people's fliend, and urge the 
in 

To do me this last right. 


Cap. By heaven, I will; 
Or let me lose the fashion of a man! 


Cath, I thank you, honest lord. Remember 
me 
In all humility unto his highnels : 
Say, his Jong trouble now 18 passin 
Out of this world; tell him, in death I blest 
| him, 
For so I will. — Mine eyes grow dim. — 
| Farewel, 
My lord. — Griffith, farewel. — Nay, Patience, 
You' must not leave me yet. I must to bed; 
Call in more women. — When I am dead 
ood wench, 
Let me be us'd with honour; strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may 
know | 

] was a chaste wife to my grave: embalm me, 
Then lay 2 forth: although unqueen'd, yet 

ike 
A queen, and daughter to a king, interr me. 
I can no more. — | Exeunt, leading CaTuarins. 
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ACT: V. 8 C ENE I. 


if Gallery in the Palace. 


Enter GAR DIN ER Bishop of Winchester, a Page with 
a torch before him, met by Sir Thomas Lover. 


Gar. It's one o'clock, boy, is't not? 

Boy. It hath struck. 

Gar. These should be hours for necessities, 
Not for delights; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
To waste these times, — God hour of night, sir 

Thomas ! 
Whither 80 late ? 
Lov. Came you from the king, my lord? 
Gaz, I did, sir Thomas; and left him at 
rimero 
With the duke of Suffolk. 

Lov. I must to him too, | 
Before he go to bed. VII take my leave. 

Gar, Not yet, sir Thomas Lovell. What's the 

matter ? es 
It seems, you are in haste: an if there be 
No great offence belong's to't, give your friend 
Some touch of your late businels: Affairs, that 
walk | 
(As, they say, spirits do,) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the busineſs 
That seeks dispatch by day. 

Lov. My lord, I love you; 

And durst commend a secret to your ear : 
Much weightier than this work. The queen's in 
labour, 
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£ They say, in great extremity; and fear'd, 
E She'll with the labour end. 


Gar. The fruit, she goes with, 


I pray for heartily; that it may find 


Good time, and live: but for the stock, sir Tho- 
mas, | 


| I wish it grubb'd up now. 


Lov. Methinks, I could | 
Cry the amen; and yet my conscience says 
She's a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 


* Deserve our better wishes. 


Gar, But, sir, sir, — 
Hear me, sir Thomas: You are a gentleman 
Of mine own way; I know you wise, religious; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, — 
"Twill not, sir Thomas Lovell, take't of me, 
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov, Now, sir, you speak of two 


The most remark'd i'the kingdom. As for Crom- 
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well, — 
Beside that of the jewel-house, he's made master 
O'the rolls, and the king's secretary; further, sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments, 
With which tbe time will load him; The arch» 
bishop 
Is the king's hand, and tongue; And who dare 
speak 
One syllable 3 him? 
Car. Ves, yes, sir Thomas, 
There are that dare; and I myself have ventur'd 
To speak my mind of him: and, indeed, this day, 
Sir, (I may tell it you,) I think, I have 
Incens'd the lords o'the council, that he is 
(For 80 I know he is, they know he is,) 
A most arch heretick, a pestilence 7 
That does infect the land: with which they 
moved, | 
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Have broken with the king; who hath 80 far 


Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace For 

d princely care; foreseeing those fell misch. Wo 
And princely care; foteseeing ell mischicgz | 
Our reasons laid before him,) he hath commanteq, 0 
To-morrow morning to the council-board i A (| 
He be convented, He's a rank weed, sir Thomas mo 


And we must root him out. From your affairs 

I hinder you too long: good night, sir Thomas, 
Lov. Many good nights, my lord; I rest your 
Servant. [Ezcunt Gan, and Paye, 


* 
eee 
es 


e 
FREY 


* 


As LovzrL is going out, enter the King, and (le 
Duke of Surrotx. * 

King. Charles, I will play no more to-night; 

My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me, 
Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little. Charles; 

Nor shall not, when my fancy's on my play. — 

Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news? 
Lov. T could not personally deliver to ber 


e 


What you commanded me, but by her woman I. 
I sent your message; who returu'd her tha ks a 
In the greatest humbleneſs, and desi'd your 
bighnels | 7 
Most heartily to pray for her. L . 
Kung, What 8ay'st thou? ba! | H 
To pray for her? what, is sbe crying out? 1 


Lov. So said her woman; and that her suf 
ferance made | 2 
Almost each pang a death. wr 
King. Alas, good lady! 5 
Suf. God safely quit her of her burden, and 


With gentle travail, to the gladding of \ 
Your higbnels with au heir! 

King. Tis midnigbt, Charles, 5 
Pr'ythee, to bed; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen, Leave me alone; 
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For T must think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 
Suf. I wish your bighneſs 
A quiet night, and my goud mistreſs will 
Remember in my prayers, 
King. Charles, good night. — [Exit SUFFOLK. 


Enter Sir Anthony Dexsxyv. 


Well sir, what follows ? | 
Den, Sir, I have brought my lord the arch- 
bishop, 
As you commanded me, 
King. Ha! Canterbury? 
Den. Ay, my good lord. 
King. "Vis true: Where is he, Denny? 
Den, He attends your highnels' pleasure. 


King. Bring him to us. (Exit Dzxvr. 
Lov. This is about that which the bishop 

 _  $pake; Y 
I am bappily come hither, [Aside. 


Re-enter Dexsy, with CRAN MHR. 


King. Avoid the gallery. [Lovell scemeth to stay. 
Ha! — TI have said. — Be gone. | 
What! — [Exeunt Lovely, and DENNY. 


Cran, J am fearfu];: — Wherefore frowns he 
thus? | 
This his aspect of terror. All's not well. 
King, How now, my lord? You do desire to 
know | 
Wherefore I sent for you, 
Cran. It is my duty, 
To attend your highneſs' pleasure. 
King. Pray you, arise, 


My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 


* — „ — * — * 


— 
3 


- 2 3 - 87 


— - 


—_— 4 —T 
E 


— — =" 
25 & ha i 


— . LS 
— ²˙ r— m — . 
= K - i 


K 


ans © 


r 


8 * — 
—— — 


— 


— 
"—_ 


— n LIE ⅛ xo 
* # Sn 2 — ——— ' 


Tban I myself, poor man. 


In us, thy friend: Give me thy hand, stand up; 
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Come, you and I must walk a turn together; 
I have news to tell you: Come, come, give ne 
your hand. 


Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak, 


And am right sorry to repeat what follows; KL 
I] bave, and most unwillingly, of late 13 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, * Ho 
Grievous complaints of you; which, being con. : 
s1der'd, F Yo 


Have mov'd us and our council, that you $hall x 
This morning come before us; where, I know, 
You cannot with such freedom purge yourself, 
But that, til] further trial, in those charges 
Which will require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your house our Tower: You a brother 
of us, 
It fits we thus proceed, or else no witneſs 
Would come against you. 

Cran. | humbly thank your bighnels; 
And am right glad to catch this good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff 
And corn all {ly asunder: for, | know, 
There's none $tauds under more calumnious 

tongues, 


King. Stand up, good Canterbury; 
Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
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Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy-dame, 

What manner of man are you? My lord, ! look'd 

You would have given me your petition, that 

T should have ta'en some pains to bring together 

Yourself and your accusers; and to have heard 
| you 

Without indurance, further. 

Cran. Most dread liege, Þ 

The good I stand on is my truth, and bonesty: 
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Tf they sball fail, I, with mine enemies, 
Will triumph o'er my person: which I weigh 
not, 
Being of chose virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be said against me, 
King. Know you not 
How your state stands i' the world, with th 
whole world ? 
Your enemies 
Are many, and not small; their 
practices 
Must bear the same proportion: and not ever 
The justice and the truth o' the question carries 
The due o' the verdict with it: At what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear against you? such things have been 
done. 
You are potently oppos'd; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck, 
I mean, in perjur'd witneſs, than your master, 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv'd 
Upon this navghty earth? Go to, go to; 
You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own destruction. 
Cran. God, and yaur majesty, 
Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me! 
King. Be of good cheer; 
They shall no more prevail, than we give way 
to, 
Keep comfort to you; and this morning see 
You do appear before them: if they shall chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you, 
The best persuasions to the contrary- 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you: if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
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There make before them. — Look, the pg; 
man weeps ! | 

He's honest, on mine honcur, God's bleg 

| mother! 

T swear, he is true-hearted; and a soul 

None better in my kingdom. — Get you gone, 

And do as I have bid you, — He has strangled 

His language in his tears, [Exit Cnaxyy, 
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Enter an old Lady. 


nl 
Gen. [within,] Come back; What mean you? . 


Lady. Vil not come back; the tidings that! 
brin 
Will make my boldueſs manners. — Now, good 
angels 
Fly o'er thy royal bead, and shade thy person 
Unger their blessed wings! 
King. Now, by thy looks 
J guels thy message. Is the queen deliver'd? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 
Lady. Ay, ay, my liege; 
And of a lovely boy: The God of heaven 
Both now and ever bleſs her! — 'tis a girl, 
Promises boys hereafter, Sir, your queen 
Desires your visitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this stranger; tis as like you, 
As cherry is to cherry. 5 
King. Lovell, 5 l 
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Enter Loves. 


Lov. Sir, 
King. Give her an hundred marks. I'II to the 
ueen. (Ext "uy 
Lady, An hundred marks! By this light, 1 We 
have mote, 4 
An ordinary groom is for such payment. 
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Iwill have more, or scold it out of him. 

Said T for this, the girl is like to him? 

J will have more, or elze unsay't; and now, 
While it his bot, I'll put it to the issue. | Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


N. _—- "ESD 
OC OS TO ENCES 


Before the Council-Chamber. 


Enter CRANMER; Servants, Door-keeper, etc. attending. 


Cran. I hope, I am not too late; and yet the 
gentleman, 
That was sent to me from the council, pray'd me 
To make great haste. All fast? what means this? 
— Hoa? 
Who waits there? — Sure, you know me? 
D. Keep. Yes, my lord; 
But yet I cannot belp you, 
Cran. Why? 
D. Keep, Your grace must wait, till you be 
call'd for, 
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Enter Doctor Burrs. 


Cran. So. 
Butts. This is a piece of malice, I am glad, 
J came this way so bappily: The king 
Shall understand it presently, (Exit Butts, 
Cran. [Aside.] "Tis Butts, 
The king's physician; As he past along, 
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me! 
Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace! For 
certain, | 
This is of purpose lay'd, by some that bate me, 
(God turn their hearts! I neyer 80ught their 
malice,) 
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To quench mine honour: they would shame to 
| make me 
Wait else at door; a fellow counsellor, 
Among boys, grooms, aud lackeys. But their 
pleasures 
Must be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience. 


Enter, at a window above, the King and Borns. 


Butts. IN shew your grace the strangest sipht,— 

King. What's that, Butts? 

Butts. I think, your bighneſs saw this many a 

day. 

King. Body o'me, where is it? 

Butits. There, my lord: 
The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury; 
Who holds his state at door, mongst pursuiyants, 
Pages, and foot-boys. 

King. Ha! 'Tis he, indeed: 
Is this the honour they do one another? 
"Tis well, there's one above them yet. I had 

thought, 

They had parted 50 much honesty among them, 
(At least, good manners,) as not thus to suffer 
A man of his place, and so near our fayour, 
To dance attendance on their lordships' pleasures, 
And at tbe door too, like a post with packets. | 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery: 3 
Let them alone, and draw the curtain close; 
We shall hear more anon. — 


«: A oft +3 4.5 


Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Duke of Surrorx, 
Harl of Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Ganvrven, 
and Chomwerr. The Chancellor places himself 
at the upper end of the table on the left hand ; a 
Seat being left void above him, as for the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury. The rest scat themselves 
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in order on each side. CromweLL at the lower 
end, as Secretary, 


Chan, Speak to the busineſs, master Secretary: 
Why are we inet in council? 


Crom. Please your honours, 
The chief cause concerns bis grace of Canterbury. 
Gar. Has he had knowledge of it? 
Crom. Yes. 
Nor. Who waits there ? 
D. Keep. Without, my noble lords? 
Gar. Yes. 
D. Keep. My lord archhishop;. 
And has done half an hour, to know your 
leasures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 


D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 
(Cranmer approaches the council-table. 


Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very 

sorry 

To sit here at this present, and behold 

That chair stand empty: Bat we are all men, 

In our own natures frail, incapable; 

Of our flesb, few are angels: out of which frailty, 

And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach 
us, 

Have misdemean'd yourself, and not a little, 

Toward the king first, then bis laws, in filling 

The whole realm, by your teaching, and your 
chaplains, 

(For so we are inform'd,) with new opinions, 

Divers, and dangerous; which are heresies, 

Aud, not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 


Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too, 
My noble lords: for those, that tame wild horses, 
Pace them not in their hands to make them gen- 

tle; 
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But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, ang 
8pur them, 
Till they obey the manage. If we suffer 
(Out of our easineſs, and childish pity 
To one man's honour) this contagions sickneſs, 
Farewel all physick: And what follows then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole state: as, of late days, our neigh. 
bours, 
The upper Germany, can dearly witneſs, 
Yet fresbly pitied in our memories. 
Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the pro- 
grels 
Both of my life and office, I have labour'd, 
And with no little study, that my teaching, 
And the strong course of my anthority, 
Might go one way, and safely; and the end 
Was ever, to do wel]: nor is there living 
(Is peak it with a single heart, my lords,) 
A man, thst more detests, more stirs against, 
Both in his private conscience, and his place, 
Defacers of a publick peace, than J do. 
*Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With leſs allegiance in it! Men, that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nourishment, 
Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships, 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me, 
Suf. Nay, my lord, 
That cannot be; yau are a counsellor, 
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 
Gar. My lord, because we have businels of 
more moment, 
We will be sbort with you. *Tis his highnele 
pleasure, n 
And our consent, for better trial of you; 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
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Where, being but a private man again, 
You sball know many dare accuse you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 
Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I 
thank you, 
You are always my good friend; if you will pals, 
I shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 
You are so merciful; I see your end, 
'Tis my undoing: Love, and meeknels, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition; 
Win straying souls with modesty again, 
Cast none away. That I shal) clear myself, 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 
TI make as little doubt, as you do conscience 
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more, | 
But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 
Gar, My lord, my. lord, you are a sectary, 
That's the plain truth; your painted gloſs dis- 
covers, 
To men that understand you, words and weak- 
nels, | 
Crom. My lord of Winchester, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too sharp; men $0 noble, 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been: 'tis a cruelty, 
To load a falling man. 
Gar, Good master Secretary, , 
I cry your honour mercy; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 
Crom. Why, my lord? 
Gar. Do not I know you for a fayourer 
Of this new sect? ye are not sound. 
Crom. Not sound? | 
Gar. Not sound, I say. 
Crom. Would you were half so honest! 
Men's re, then would seek you, not their 
ears. 


Gar. I shall remember this bold language. 
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Crom. Do. 

P.emember your bold life too. 
Chan. This is too much; 
Forhear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. T have done. 
Crom. And I. 
Chan. Then thus for you, my lord, — It stands 
agreed, | | 
T take it, by ky voices, that forthwith 
You be convey'd to the Tower a prisoner; 
There to remain, till the king's further pleasure 
Be known unto us: Are you all agreed, lords? 
All. We are. 
Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I must needs to the Tower, my lords? 
Gar, What other | 
Would you expect? You are strangely trouble. 
some. | 
Let some o' the guard be ready there, 


Enter Guard. 


Cran. For me? 


Must I go like a traitor thither ? 


Gar. Receive him, 
And see him safe i' the Tower. 
Cran. Stay, good my lords, 
J have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords; 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and pive it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 
Cham. This is the king's ring. 
Sur. Pis no counterfeit. 
Suf. Tis the right ring, by heaven: I told ye 
all, 
When we first put this dangerous stone a rolling, 
"Twouid fall upon ourselves. 


Nor. Do you think, my lords, 
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E The king will suffer but the little finger 

Of this man to be vex'd ? 

Cham. is now too certain: 

How much more is his life in value with him? 
would I were fairly out on't. 
Crom. My mind gave me, 
In seeking tales, and informations, 
Against this man, (Whose honesty the devil 
And his disciples only envy at,) 
Ye blew the fire that burns ye: Now have at ye. 
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Enter King, frowning on them ; takes his seat. 


Gar. Dread sovereigu, how much are we bound 
to heaven | 
Inn daily thanks, that gave us such a nar, 
> Not only good and wise, but most re igious: 
One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
> The chief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respece 
Illis royal self in judgment comes to hears 
be cause betwixt her and this great offender. 
King. You were ever good at sudden commens 
dations, 
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such ſlattery now, and in my presence; 
They are too thin aud base to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach: You play the spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win 
me; 
But, whatsoe'er thou tak'st me for, I am sure, 
Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody. — 
Good man, [to Cranmer] sit down. Now let me, 
see the proudest fats 
He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee: 
By all that's holy, he had better starve, : 
Than but once think his place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May it please your grace, — 2 
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King. No, sir, it does not please me. 

I bad thought, I had men of some understanding 

And wisdom, of my council; but I find none. 

Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 

This good man, (few, of you deserve that title,) 

This bonest man, wait like a lowsy foot- boy 

At chamber door? and one as great as you are? 

Why, what a shame was this? Did my com. 

mission 

Bid ye 80 far forget yourselves? I gave ye 

Power as be was a coun+ellor to try him, 

Not as a groom ; There's some of ye, I see, 

More out of malice than integrity, 

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean; 

Which ye sball never bave, While I live 
Chan. Thus far, n 

My most dread >overeign, may it like your pace 

To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpos'd, 

Concerning his imprisoament, was rather 

(If there be faith in men) meant for his trial, 

An fair purgation to the world, than malice; 

I am sure, in me. | 
Ring. Well, well, my lords, respect him; 

Take him, aud use him well, he's worthy of it, 

T will say thus much for him, If a prince 

Nay be belolding to a subject, I 

Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 

Be friends, for shame, my lords. — My lord of 

; | Canterbury, ' _ 

I have a suit which you must not deny me; 

That is, a fair young maid that yet wants baps 

tism, 

You must be goldfather, and answer for her. 
Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may 
| | glory 

In such an honour; How may I deserve it, 

That am a poor and humble subject to you? 


King. 
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King. Come, come, my lord, you'd spare your 
spoons; you shall have . 
Two noble partners with you; the old dutcheſs 
of Norfolk, 
And lady marquiſs Dorset; Will these please you? 
Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you, 
Embrace, and love this man.“ 
Car. With a true heart, 
And brotber-love, I do it. 
Cran. And let heaven 
Witnels, how dear I hold this confirmation. | 
King. Good man, those joyful tears shew thy 
true heart. 
The common voice, I ee, is verify'd 
Of thee, which says thus, Do my lord of Canter- 
bur 
A shrewd turn, and he is your friend or ever. — 
Come lords, we trifle time away; I Jong 
> To have this young one made a christian. 
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain; 
So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 


1 „ 
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SCENE III. 


The Palace Yard. 


Noise and tumult within: Enter Porter, and his Man. 
# 


Port. Yow'll leave your noise anon, ye rascals : 
Do you take the court for Paris-garden? ye rude 
slaves leave your gaping. | 


Within. Good master porter, I belong to the 
larder. | . 

Port, Belong to the gallows, and be hang'd, you 
rogue: Is this a place to roar in? — Fetch me a 
dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones; these are 
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but switches to them. — I'll scratch your heads; 

You must be seeing christenings? Do you look 

for ale and cakes here, you rude rascals ? 

Man. Pray, sir, be patient; 'tis as much impog- 

Sible 

(Unleſs we sweep them from the door with can. 
nons,) 

To scatter them, as 'tis to make them sleep 


On May-day morning; which will never be: 


We may as well push against Paul's, as. stir them, 
Port. How got they in, and be hang'd? 
Man. Alas, I know not; How pets the tide in? 

As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 

(You sce the poor remainder) could distribute, 

I made no spare, sir. 

Port. You did nothing, sir. 

Man. TI am not Sampson, nor sir Guy, nor Col. 
brand, to mow them down before me: but, if 
spar'd any, that bad a head to hit, either young 
or old, he or she, cuckold or cuckold- maker, let 
me never hope to see a cbine again; and that 
would not for a cow, God save x 

Within. Do you hear, master Porter? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good master 
puppy. — Keep the door A ppg sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do? 

Port. What should you do, but knock them 
down by the dozens? Is this Moorfields to muster 
in? or have we some strange Indian with the 
great tool come to gourt, the women 80 besiege 
us? Bleſs me, what a fry of fornication is at 
door! On my christian conscience, this one chris: 
tening will beget a thousand; here will be facher, 
godfather, Fes , all together. 


Man, The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There 
is a fellow somewhat near the door, he should be * 
brazier by his face, for, o' my conscience, twent) 
of the dogdays now reign in's nose; all that stand 
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about him are under the line, they need no other 
penance: That fire-drake did I bit three times on 
the bead, and three times was bis nose discharg,' 

apainst mez he stands there, like a mortar-piece, 
to blow us. There was a haberdasber's wife of 
small wit near him, that rail'd upon me till ber 
pink'd porringer fell olf her head, for kindling 
zuch a combustion in the state. 1 mils'd the meteor 
once, and hit that woman, who cry'd out, clubs! 
when I might see from far some forty trun- 
cheoneers draw to her succour, which were the 
hope of the strand, where she was quarter'd. They 
fell on; I made good my place; at length they 
came to the broomstaff with me, I defy'd them 
still; when suddenly a file of boys behind them, 
loose sbot, deliver'd such a shower of pebbles, 
that I was fain to draw mine honour in, and let 
them win the work; The devil was amongst them, 
I think, surely. 

Port. These are the youths that thunder at a 
play-house, and fight for bitten apples; that no 
audience, but the Tribulation of Tower- hill, or 
the limbs of Lime-house, tbeir dear brothers, are 
able to endure. I bave some of them in Limbo 
Pairum, and there they are like to dance these 
three days; besides the running banquet of two 
beadles, that is to come, 


Enter. the Lord Chamberlain, 


Cham. Mercy o'me, what a multitude are here! 
They grow »till too, from all parts they are 


coming, 

As if we kept a Fair here! Where are these 
porters, 

These lazy knaves? — Ye have made a fine hand, 
fellows. 


There's a trim rabble let in: Are all these 
Iis 
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Your faithful friends o'the suburbs ? We shall have 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies 
When they pals back from the christening. ; 

Port. An't please your honour, 
Ve are but men; and what 80 many may do, 
Not being torn a pieces, we have done; 
An army cannot rule them. 

Cham. As I live,” 
If the king blame me for't, III lay ye all 
By the beels, und suddenly; and on your heads 
Clap round fines, for neglect: You are lazy 

knaves; 
And here ve lie baiting of bumbards, when 
Ye should do service. Hark, the trumpets sound; 
They are come already from the christening: 
Go, break among the prels, and find a way out 
To let the troop pals fairly; or I'll find 
A Marsbalsea, shall hold you play these two 
months. 

Port. Make way there for the princeſs, 

Man. You great fellow, stand close up, or I 
make your head ake. 

Port. You i'the camlet, get up o'the rail; III 
pick you o'er the pales else. [ Exeunt, 1 


S CEN E IV. 


The same. 


Enter Trumpets, sounding ; then two Aldermen, Lord 
Mayor, Garter, CRANMER, Duke of NonFoLK, ith 
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his Marshal's staff. Duke of SurroLK, two Noblemcn | : | 


bearing great standing bowls for the christening gift; 
then four Noblemen bearing à canopy, under which 
the Dutcheſs of Norrork, godmother, bearing the 4 
chill richly habited in a mantle, etc. Train borne by 
a Lady: then follows the Marchioneſs of Dons:", 
the other godmother, and ladies, The troop halts, 
and Garter speaks. | 
Cart. Heaven, from thy endleſs . send 
prosperous life, long, and ever happy, to the 
high and mighty princeſs of England, Elizabeth! 
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Ilourich. Enter King, and Train, 


Cran. ([kneeling.) And to your royal grace, and 
the good wor, | 

My noble partners, and myself, thus pray; — 
All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady, 
Heaven ever laid up to make paieuts happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye! : 

King. Thank you, good lord archbishop ; 
What is her name? 
Cran. Elizabeth. 


King, Stand up, lord. — 
7 | my [ The King kisses the child, 


With this kiſs take my blessing: God protect 
thee! | 
Into whose band I give thy life. 
Cyan. Amen. | | 
King. My noble gossips, ye have been too pro- 
digal; | 
T thank ye Gras. op so sball this lady, 
When-$she has so much English. 
Cran. Let me spenk, sir, 
For Heaven now bids me; and the words I vtter 
Let noue think ſlattery, for they'll hud them 
truth. 
This royal inſant, (heaven still move about her!) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
fon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 
V\ bick time ehell bring to ripenels: She shall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodnels) - 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 
And all that shall succeed: Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, aud fair virtue, 
Than this pure soul sball be: all princely graces, 
That mould up such a mighty picce as this is, 
With @!] the virtues that attend the goo |, 
Sball still . doubled on her: truth shall nurse 
ler. 
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Holy and beavenly thoughts still coungsel her: 


She shall be lov'd, and fear'd: Her own shall WWE She 
bleſs her; = A! 
Her foes sbake like a held of heaten corn, E To 
And hang their heads with sorrow: Good grow EF - 
with her: = Th 
In her days, every man shall eat in safety. Ss Th 
Under his own vine, what he plants; and Sing - Tl 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours; I 
God shall be truly known; and those about her 1. 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by those claim their greatneſs, not by blood. 11 
[Nor shall this peace sleep with her; But a A 
when a 1 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, | A 
Her ashes new create another heir, . 
As great in admiration as herself; | Y 
So sball she leave her blessednels to one, x 
(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of 8 
darknels) By. 
Who, from the sacred ashes of her honour, a 
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 3 


2 


And so stand fix'd; Peace, plenty, love, truth, 
terror, 

That were the servants to this chosen infant, 

Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 

Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall sbine, 
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85 His honour and the greatnels of his name 2 
175 Shall be, and make new nations : He shall flourish, c 
bh. And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 4 
uy To all the plains about him: — Our children's 

Y children | 

{4 Shall see this, and bleſs heaven. 

1%. King Thou $speakest wonders. 

= Cran. Sbe Chal be, to the happineſs of Eng 

_ ana, 

it An aged princel-; many days sball see her, 

3 | And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
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Would T had known uo more! but she must die, 

She must, the saints must have her; yet a virgin, 

A most unspotted lily shall she pals 

To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her. 

King. O lord archbishop, 

Thou hast made me now a man; never, befors 

This happy child, did I get any thing: 

This oracle of comfort has so pleas'd me, 

That, when I am in heaven, I shall desire 

To see what this child does, and praise my 
Maker. — 

[ thank ye all, — To you, my good lord mayor, 

And your good breth'ren, I am much beholding; 

I have receiv'd much honour by your presence, 

And ye _ find me thankful. Lead the way, 
ords ; — 54 

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank 


Ye, 
She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
He has businels at his house; for all shall stay, 
This little one shall make it holiday. [Ha eunt. 
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EPILOG U E. 


'Tis ten to one, this play can never please 
All that are here: Some come to take their ease, 
And sleep an act or two; but those, we fear, 
We have frighted with our trumpets; so, 't 

clear, | 
They'll say, 'tis naught: others, to hear the city 
Abus'd extremely, and to cry, — that's witty! 
Which we have not done neither: that, I fear, 
All the expected good we are like to bear 
For this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women; 
For such a one we sbew'd them: If tbey smile, 
And say, 'twill do, I know, within a while 
All the best men are ours; for 'tis ill hap, 
a If they hold, when their ladies bid them clap, . 
6 Jy 82 
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„„ THIS play I conjecture to have been written in 9 
the year 160g. | Y 
It comprehends a period of about four years, com- 
mencing with the secession to the Mons Sacer in the 
ear of Rome 202, and ending with the death of Corio- 
3 A. U. C. 266. MAL ON x. 

The whole history is exactly followed, and many 
of the principal speeches exactly copied from the life 
of Coriolanus in Plutarch. Porz. 
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Persons Represented. 


Cains Marcins Coriolanus, à noble Roman. 
Titus Lartius,) : 
Cominins, ) Cenerals against the Volsciang, 
Menenius Agrippa, friend to Coriolanus. 
Sicinins Velutus,) ,, 

Junius Brutus, 5 Tribunes of the People. 

Y oung Marcius, Son to Coriolanus. 

A Roman Fierald. 

Tullus Auſidius, General of the Volscians, 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 

Conspiraturs with Aufidius. 

A Citizen of Antinm, 

Two Yolscian Guards. 


Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus. 
Virgilia, Niſe to Coriolauus. 
Valeria, Friend to Virgilia. 
Centlewoman, attending Virgilia. 


E 
Roman and Volscian Senators, Patricians, Aediles. 
Lictors, Soldiers, Citizens, Messengers, Servants to 
Auſidius, and other Attendants, 
li 


SCENE, partly in Rome; and partly in the Territories 
of the Volsciaus and Antiates, 


—— — — DEEDS" — 
— * 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 


Rome. A Street. 


Enter a Company of mutinous Citizens, with staves, 
clubs, and other weapons. 


i. Cie. DEFORE we proceed any further, 

hear me speak. 

Cit. Speak, speak. [Several speaking at once. 

1. Cit. You are all resoly'd rather to die, than 

to famish ? 

Cit. Resolv'd, resolv'd. 

1. Cit. First, you know, Caius Marcius i is chief 

enemy to the people. 

Cit. We know't, we know't. 

I. Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at 
our own price. Is't a verdict ? hs 
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Cit. No more talking on't; let it be dong. 
away, a Way · 

2. Cit. One word, good citizens. 

1. Cit. We are accounted poor citizens; the pi. 
tricians, good: What authority surfeits on, would 


relieve us: If they would yield us but the super. . 
fluity, while it were wholesome, we might guel | hat! 
they relieved us humanely; but they think, we 1 
are too dear: the leanneſs that afflicts us, the ob. the 
ject of our misery, is as an inventory to particulz I 
rise their abundance; our sufferance is a pain tg 
them. — Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere W. 
we become rakes: for the gods know, I speak 
this in hunger for bread, not in thirst for revenge, 
2. Cit. Would you proceed especially against na 
Caius Marcius? ; * 
Cit. Against him first; he's a very dog to the de 
commonalty. th 
2. Cit. Consider you what services he has done 
for his country ? 0 


1. Cit. Very well; and could be content to give 
bim good report for't, but that he pays himself 
with being proud. 

2. Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1. Cit. [say unto you, what he hath done fa 
mously, he did it to that end: though soft-con- 
scienc'd men can be content to say, it was for his 
country, he did it to please his mother, and to 
be partly proud; which he is, even to the altitude 
of his virtue. 

2. Cit, What he cannot help in his nature, you 
account a vice in him: You must in no way say, 
he is covetous. 

1. Cit. If IJ must not, I need not be barren of 
accusations; he hath faults, with surplus, to tie 
in repetition. | Shouts within.) What shouts are 
these? The other side o'the city is rizen; Vhby 
stay we prating here? to the Capitol. 
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Cit. Come, come. 
1. Cit. Soft; who comes here? 


Enter Menenius AGIP rA. 


2. Cit. g Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that 


. hath always loved the people. 


1. Cit. He's one honest enough; Would, all 


che rest were 80! | 


Men. What work's, my countrymen, in hand ? 
Where go you | 
With bats and clubs? The matter? Speak, I pray 
ou. 

1. Cit. . EE is not unknown to the se- 
nate; they have bad inkling, this fortnight, what 
we intend to do, which now we'll shew 'em in 
deeds. They say, poor suiters have strong breaths; 
they shall know, we have strong arms too. 

Men. Why, masters, my good friends, mine 

honest neighbours, N 
Will you undo yourselves? | 

1. Cit. We cannot, sir, we are undone already. 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care 
Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 
Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift 

them 
Against the Roman state; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder, than can ever 
Appear in your impediment: For the dearth, 
The gods, not the patricians, make it; and 
Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack, 
You are transported by calamity | 
Thither where more attends you; and you slander 
The helms o'the state, who care for you like 
fathers, | 
When you curse them as enemies, 
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1. Cit, Care for us! — True, indeed! — The 
ne'er car'd for us yet. Suffer us to famish, any 
their store-bouses cramm'd with grain; make edic, 
for usury, to support usurers: repeal daily an; 
wholesome act establisbed against the rich; ani 
provide more piercing statutes daily, to chain u 
and restrain the poor. If the wars eat us not u 
they will; and there's all the love they bear us, | 

Men. Either you must | 
Confels yourselves wond'rous malicious, 

Or be accus'd of folly. I shall tell you 
A pretty tale; it may be, you have heard it; 

ut, since it serves my purpose, I will venture 
To scale it a little more. 

1. Cit, Well, Ill hear it, sir: yet you must not 
think to fob off our disgrace with a tale: but, 
an't please you, deliver. | 

Men, There was a time, when all the body' 

members 
Rebell'd against the belly; thus accus'd it: — 
That only like a gulf I did remain 
I' the midst o' the body, idle and unactive, 
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing 
Like labour with 

struments 
Did see, and hear, devise, instruct, walk, fecl, 
And, mutually participate, did minister 
Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answer'd, — 


1. Cit. Well, sir, what answer made the belly? 
Men. Sir, I shall tell you. — With a kind of 


smile, 


Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus, 


(For, look you, 1 may make the belly smile, 
As well as speak,) it tauntingly reply'd 


To the discontented members, the mutinous paris 


That envy'd his receipt; even so most fitly 
As you malign our senators, for that 
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They are not such as you. 


1. Cit. Your belly's answer: What! 
The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, 


5 The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 


Our steed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter, 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they — 

Men. What then? — | 


= 'Fore me, this fellow s8peaks! — what theu? 


I 


— 


** 


what then? 
1. Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be re- 
strain'd, 
Who is the sink o' the body, — 

Men. Well, what then? 

1. Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly answer? 

Men. I will tell you; | 
If you'll bestow a small (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while, you'll hear the belly's ans wer. 

1. Cit. You are long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend; 
Your most grave belly was deliberate, 
Not rash like bis accusers, and thus answer'd. 
True is it, my incorporate friends, quoth he, 

That I receive the general food ar Arie, 
IV luck you do live upon: and fit it is: 
Because I am the Store-house, and the shop 
Of the whole body: But if you do remember, 
I send it through the rivers of your blood, 
Even to the court, the heart, — to the seat o'the 
| brain ; 

And, through the cranks and offices of man, 
The strongest nerves, and mall inferior veins, 
From me receive that natural competency 
Mhereby they live: And though that all at once, 
You, my good friends, (this says the belly,) mark 
85142 me, — | 

1. Cit, Ay, sir; well, well. 

Vol. V. „ 
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And leave me but the bran. What say you to! 


- - * 
— A 7 
- — — 
wt - 2 — 
4 — 


— 


bo Ee BE 


- 


= 
> 
1 — 


— 
— — 
* py 


10 CORIOLANUS, 


Men. Though all at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each; 
Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flower of all, 


1. Cit, Tt was an answer: How apply you 
this? | | 
Men. The senators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous members: For examine 
Their counsels, and their cares; digest thingy 
rightly, | 2 
Tonching the weal o'the common; you shall lind, 
No publick benefit, which you receive, 

But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you, 
And no way from yourselves. — What do you 
think ? | 

You, the great toe of this assembly? 


1. Cit. T the great toe? Why the great toe? 


Men. For that being one o' the lowest, bases, 
o01iest, 
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go'st foremost: 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 
Lead'st first, to win some vantage, | 
But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs: 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle, 
The one side must have bale. — Hail, noble 
Marcius ! 


Enter Caius Marcivs. 


Mar. Thanks. — What's the matter, you dis- 
sentious rognes, 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make yourselves scabs? 
I. Cit. We have ever your good word. 


Mar. He that will give good words to thee, 


will flatter 
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Beneath abhorring. — What would you have, 
you curs, 

That like nor peace, nor war? the one affrights 
you, 

The other makes you proud. He that trusts to 


Il 


ou, 

Where he Sbould find you lions, finds you hares; 

Where foxes, geese; You are no surer, no, 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is, 

To make him worthy, whose offence subdues 
him, 

And curse that justice did it. Who deserves 

| greatnels, 

Deserves your hate: and your affections are 

A sick man's appetite, who desires most that 

Which would increase his evil, He that depends 

Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead, 

And bews down oaks with rushes, Hang ye! 
Trust ye? | 

With every minute you do change a mind; 

And call him noble, that was now your hate, 

Him vile, that was your garland. What's the 
matter, 

That in these several places of the city 

You cry against the noble senate, who, 

Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else 

Would feed on one another? — What's their 
seeking? 

Men. For corn at their own rates; whereof, 
| they say, | F 
The city is well stor'd. 
Mar. Hang em! They say? 

They'll sit by the fixe, and presume to know 

What's done i' the Capitol: who's like to rise, 

Who thrives, and who declines; side factions, 
and pive out 

Canjectural marriages; making parties strong, 
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And feebling such, as stand not in their liking, 
Below their cobbled shoes. They say, there's gal 
| enough? | | 
Would the nobility lay aside their ruth, 
And let me use my sword, I'd make a quarry 
With thousands of these quarter'd slaves, as high 
As I could pick my lance. | 
Men. Nay, these are almost thoroughly per: 
suaded; 
For though abundantly they lack discretion, 
Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I begeec} 
ou, 
What says the other troop ? 
Mar. They are dissolv'd : Hang em! 
They said, they were an- hungry; sigl'd fort 
proverbs; — | 
That, hunger broke stone walls; that, dogs mus: 
eat; * 
That, meat was made for mouths; that, the gods 
sent not 
Corn for the rich men only: — With these shred: : 
They vented their complainings; which being an- | 
swer'd, p 
And a'petition granted them, a Strange one, 4 
(To break the beart of generosity, - 
And make bold power look pale,) they threw 
their caps | 
As they would hang them on the horns o'tle 
a moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 
Men. What is granted them? ; 
Mar. Five tribunes, to defend their vulgar wü - 
| doms, | 
Of their own choice: One's Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not — 's death! 
The rabble should have first unroof'd the city, 
Ere 80 prevail'd with me: it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
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© For insurrection's arguing, 


Nee 


Men. This is — 
Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments! 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. Where's Cains Marcius ? 
Mar. Here: What's the matter? | 
Mes. The news is, sir, the Volces are in arms. 
Mar. I am glad on't; then we shall have means 
to vent 
Our musty superfluity: — See, our best elders. 


Enter Commn1vs, Titus LanTtivs, and other Sena- 
tors; Junius Brvruvs, and Sicinius VELUTUS. 


1. Sen, Marcins, *tis true, that you have lately 
told us; 
The Volces are in arms. 
Mar. They have a leader, 
Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to't, 
I sin in envying his nobility : 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I would wish me only he. 
Com. You have fought together. 
Mar. \Vere half to half the world by the ears, 
and he 
Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only ay wars with him: he is a lion 
'That I am proud to hunt, 
1. Sen, Then, worthy Marcius, 
Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 
Com. It is your ſormer promise. 
Mar. Sir, it is; 
And Lam constant. — Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus' face: 
What, art thou stiff? stand'st out? 
Tit. No, Caius Narcius 


A's 
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III lean upon one crutch, and fight with the 
other, 
Ere stay behind this businels. 
Men. O, true bred! 
I. Sen. Your company to the Capitol; where, 
I know, 
Our greatest friends attend ys, 
Ti. Lead you on: — 
Follow, Cominius; we must follow you; 
Right worthy you priority. 
Com. Noble Lartius! 
1. Sen, Hence: To your homes, be gone, 
[ To the Cit, 


Mar. Nay, let them follow : 
The Volces have much corn; take these rats 
tzither, 
To gnaw their garners: — Worshipful mutineens, 
Your valour puts well forth: pray, follow. 


[Exeunt Senators, Com. Mar. Tit. and Murx. 
Citizens Steal away. 


Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius? 
Bru, He has no equal. 
Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the 
eople, — 
Bru, Mark'd you his lip, and eyes? 
Sic, Nay, but his taunts. 
Bru, Being - he Will not spare to gird the 
ods. 
Sic. Be- mock the modest moon. ; 
Bru, The present wars devour him: he 1 
| grown 
Too proud to be so valiant, 
Sic. Such a nature, 
Tickled with good succeſs, disdains the shadow 
Which he treads on at noon; But I do wonder, 


His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 
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Bru. Fame, at the which be aims, — 


In whom already he is well grac'd, — cannot 
© Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by 

A place below the first: for what miscarries 

* Shall be the general's fault, though be perform 


'To the utmost of a man; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, O, if he 
Had borne the busine([s! 

Sic. Besides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come; 


> Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius, 


Though Marcius earn'd them not; and all his 
» fanlts 
To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed, 


In aught he merit not. 


EF Sic. Let's bence, and hear 


How the dispatch is made; and in what fashion, 
More than his singularity, he goes 
Upon this present action. 

Bru. Let's along. Exeunt, 


SCENE II, 


Corioli, The Senate- House, 


Enter Tullus Avuripivs, and certain Senators. 


1. Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius, 
That they of Rome ate enter'd in our counsels, 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours? 
What ever hath been thought on in this state, 
That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvention? Tis not four days gone, 
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Since I heard thence; these are the word, | 
think, 
I have the letter here; yes, bere it is: read 
They have preſs'd a power, but it is not knoun | 
W hether gd east, or west: The dearth is great; 
The people mutinous : and it is rumour'd, 
Cominius, Marcius your old enemy, 
(Who is of Rome worse hated than of you,) 
And Titus Lartins, a most valiant Roman, 
These three lead on this preparation 
W hither "tis bent: most likely, tis for you: 
Consider of it, 
1. Sen. Our army's in the field: 
We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To answer us. | 
Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 
To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 
They needs mnst shew themselves; which in the 
batcbing, 
It scem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the discovery, 
We shall be shorten'd in our aim; which was, 
To take in many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot, 
2. Sen. Noble Aufidins, 
Take your commission; hie you to your bands; 
Let us alone to guard Corioli: 
If they set down before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army; but, I think, you'll fiad 
They have not prepar'd for us. 
Auf. O, doubt not that; 
T speak from certainties. Nay, more, 
Some parcels of their power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
"Tis sworn between us, we shall ever strike 
Till one can do no more. 
All. The gods assist you! 


Auf. And keep your honours safe! 
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1. Sen, Farewel. 
2. Sen, Farewel. 1 
All. Farewel. [Exeunt. 


S CE NE III. 


Rome. An Apartment in Marcius' house. 


Enter VoLumniaA, and Vincitia: They sit down on 
two low stools, and set. 


Vol. T pray you, daughter, sing; or expreſs 
yourself in a more comfortable sort: If my son 
were my husband, I should freelier rejoice in that 
absence wherein he won honour, than in the em- 
bracements of his bed, where be would shew most 
love. When yet he was but tender-body'd, and the 
only son of my womb; when youth with come- 
lineſs pluck'd all gaze his way; when, for a 
day of king's entreaties, a mother should not sell 
him an hour from her beholding: I, — consider- 
ing how honour would become such a person; 
that it was no better than picture-like to hang by 
the wall, if renown made it not stir, — was * 
ed to let him seek danger where he was like to 
find fame. To a cruel war I sent him; from 
whence he return'd, his brows bound with oak. 
I tel] thee, daughter, — I sprang not more in joy 
at first hearing he was a man-child, than now in 
first seeing be had proved himself a man, 

Vir. But had he died in the busineſs, madam ? 
how then? 

Vol. Then his good report should have been 
my son; I therein would have found issue. Hear 
me profels sincercly: Had I a dozen sons, — each 
in my love alike, and none leſs dear than thine 
and my good Marcius, — I had rather had eleven 


% 
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die nobly for their country, than one voluptuous. 
ly surfeit out of action, | 


Enter a Gentlewoman, 


Gent, Madam, the lady Valeria is come to visit 
you. 
Vir. Beseech you, give me leave to retire my- 
| self. 
Pol. Indeed, you sball not. | 
Methink's, T hear hither your husband's drum; 
See hi pluck Auſidius down by the hair; 
As chiidren from a bear, the Volces shunning 
him: 
Methinks, I see him stamp thus, and call thus, — 
Come on, you cowards; you were got in fear, 
Though you were born in Rome: His bloody brow 
With his mail'd band then wiping, forth he goes; 
Like to a barvest-man, that's task'd to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. 


Vir. His bloody brow! O, Jupiter, no blood! 

Jol. Away, you fool! it more becomes a man, 
Than gilt his trophy: The breasts of Hecuba, 
When sbe did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Flector's forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords' contending. — Tell Valeria, 


We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent. 


Vir. Heavens bleſs my lord from fell Aufidius! 


Vol. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck, - 


\ 


Re-enter Gentlewoman, with Varenia and her 
| Usher. 


Val. My ladies both, good day to you. 
Vol. Sweet madam, — 


Vir. Lam glad to see your ladyship. 
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Val. How do you both? you are manifest 
house-keepers. What, are you sewing here? A 


fine spot, in good faith, — How does your little 
son? 0 


Vir. 1 thank your ladyship; well, good madam. 
Vol. He had rather see the swords, and hear 
a drum, 
Than look upon his school-master. 


Val. O' my word, the father's son: ITIl swear, 
'tis a very pretty boy. O' my troth, I look'd upon 
him o' Wednesday half an hour together: be has 
such a conlirm'd countenance. I saw him run 
after a gilded butterfly; and when he caught it, 
be let it go again; and after it again; and over 
aud over be comes, and up again; catch'd it again: 
or whether his fall eurag'd him, or how 'twas, 


he did so set his teeth, and tear it; O, I warrant, 
how he mammock'd it. 


Pol. One of his father's moods. 
Val. Indeed la, 'tis a noble child, 


Vir. A crack, madam. 


al. Come, lay aside your stitchery; I must 


have you play the idle hus wife with me this after- 
noon. 


Vir. No, good madam; I will not out of doors. 
Val. Not out of doors ! 


Vol. She shall, she shall. 0 


Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience: J will not 
over the threshold, till my lord return from the 
wars. 

Val. Fie, you confine yourself most unreason- 
ably: Come, you must go visit the good lady that 
lies in. 

Vir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit 
her with my prayers; but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


' 
| 
| 
; 
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Vir, Tis not to save labour, nor that I want 
ove. | 

Val. You would be another Penelope: yet, 
they say, all the yarn, she spun in Ulysses“ ah. 
sence, did but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come; 
I would, your cambrick were sensible as your 
finger, that you might leave pricking it for pity, 
Come, you shall go with us. 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed, I 
will not forth. 

Val. In truth ls, go with me; and III tell you 
excellent news of your husband. 

Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet. 


Val. Verily, I do not jest with you; there came 
news from him last night. 


Vir. Tndeed, madam ? 

Val. In earnest, it's true; I heard a senator 
speak it. Thus it is: — The Volces have an 
army forth; against whom Cominius the general 
is gone, with one part of our Roman power: your 
lord, and Titus Lartius, are set down before their 
city Corioli; they nothivg doubt prevailing and 
to make it brief wars. This is true, on mine 


Honour; and so, I pray, go with us. | 


Vir. Give me excuse, good madam); I will obey 
you in every thing hercaſter. 

Vol. Let her ond, lady; as she is now, she 
will but disease our better mirth. 

Val. In troth, I think, she would: Fare you 
well then. — Come, good sweet lady, — Pry'thee, 
Virgitia, turn thy #0:emnels out o'door, and go 
along with us. $3 5 

Vir. No: at a word, madam; indeed, IT must 
not. I] wish you much mirth, 


Val. Well, then farewel. [ Exeunt. 
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Before Corioli. 


Enter, with Drum and Colours, 7 94-4 ry Titus Lan- 
TIUS, Officers, and Soldiers. To them a 3 


Mar. Yonder comes news: — A wager, they 
have met. 


Lart. My horse to yours, no. 
Mar. Tis done. | 
Lart. Agreed. 


Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy? 


Mes. They lie in view; but have not spoke as 
yet. 


Lart. So, the good horse is mine. 
Mar. I'll buy him of you. 
Lart. No, I'll nor sell, nor give him: lend you 
him, I will, 
For half a hundred years. — Summon the town. 
Mar. How far off lie these armies ? 
Mes. Within this mile and half. 
Mar. Then shall we hear their Jarum, and they 
Ours. 
wi Mars, I pr ythee, make us quick i in work; 
That we with smoking swords may march from 
hence, 
To help our Relded friends! — | Come, blow thy 
blast. . 
They zound a parley. Enter, on the walls, Some 
Senators, and Others. 4242 55 


Tullus Auſidius, is be within your walls? 2 


I. Sen. No, nor a man that r you leſs Sn 
be, 


That's leaser than a ids. Hark, our 3 P 
| | [Alarums afar off. 
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Are bringing forth our youth: We'll break our 1 
walls, ] 
Rather than they sball pound us up: our gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have but pian'd with / 
rushes; \ 

They'll open of themselves. Hark you, far off; 
[Other Pa ( 
There is Aufidius: list, what work be makes F 
Amongst your cloven army. ] 


Mar. O, they are at it! 
Lart. Their noise be our instruction. — Lad- 


ders, ho! ä 
| The Volces enter, and paſs over the Stage, ; 
| Mar, They fear us not, but issue forth their 
| Now put your bil before your hours: and 8 


With hearts more proof than shields.— Advance 
brave Titus: 

j They do disdain us much beyond our ir thoughts, 

; Which makes me sweat with wrath, — Come, 
f | on my fellows; 

| He that retires, Fl! take him for a Voles, 

| And he shall feel mine edge. 


Alarum, and Exeunt Romans and Volces, fighting. 


The Romans are beaten back to their trenches. 
Ke-enter Maxcrvs. 


i Mar. All the 3 of the south light on 
| ; Ou, 

You shames of Rome! you herd of — Boils and 
| ALL 00 plagues 

Plaster you o'er; that you may be dey d 

| Farther than seen, and one infect an6ther 

| Against the wind a mile! You souls of geese, 
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h | 
. 
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That bear the shapes of men, how have you run 

From slaves that apes would beat? Pluto and 
hell! 

All hurt behind; backs red, and faces pale 

W ith flight and agued fear! Mend, and chargs 
home. 

Or, by the fires of heaven, III leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you; look to't: Come on; 

If you'll stand fast, we'll beat them to their 
wives, 

As they us to our trenches followed. 


13 Hlarum. The Volcians and Romans 705 


enter, and the feht is renewed. The Volcians 
retire into Corioli, and men. ofollaun * 
to the gates. | 


So, now the gates are ope: — Now prove — 
seconds: 
»Pis for the followers fortune widens them, 
Not for the fliers: Mark me, and do the like. 
[He enters the gates, and is Shut in. 


1. Sol. Fool-hardineſs; not I. 
2. Sol. Nor I. 
3. Sol. See, they have shut hi W 
[ Alarum continues. 


| All, To the pot, I warrant him. 
Enter Titus LanTius.:. 


Lart. What is become of Meiner 

All. Slain, sir, doubilels. 1 | 

1. Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters: who, upon the sudden, 
Clapp'd — to their gates; he is himself alone, 
To answer all the city. 


Lart. O noble fellow! 


— — — — 
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Who, sensible, outdares his senseleſs sword, 

And, wben it bows, stands up! Thou art left, 
Marcius: 

A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, 

Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 

Even to Cato's wish: not fierce and terrible 

Only in strokes; but, with thy wy looks, and 

The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds, 

Thou mad'st thine enemies 3 if the world 

Mere feverous, and did tremble. 


Re-enter MAnxcius, bleeding, assaulted by the 
enemy. | 


1. Sol. 8 sir. 
Lart. O, 'tis Marcius: 
Lets Wen him off, or make remain alike. 
[They fight, and wy enter the city, 


SCENE V. 


Within the toun. A Street. 
4 J 1 
Enter certain Romans, with spoils. 


1. Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 

2. Rom. And [| this. 

3. Rom. A murrain on't! I took this for silver. 
[Alarum continues still aſar off. 


Enter Mancivs, and Titus LARTTus, with 
a trumpet. 


Mari See here these movers, that do prize 
their hours 
At a crack'd drachm! Cushions, leaden spoons, 


Irons 
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Trons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 

Bury with those that wore them, these base 
sla ves, 

Ere yet the fight be done, pack up: — Down 
with them. — 

And hark, 3 noise the general makes! — To 

im: — | 
There is the man of my soul's bate, Aufidius, 


Piercing our Romans: Then, valiant Titus, take 


Convenient numbers to make good the city; 
Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will 
haste 
To help Cominius. 
Lart. Worthy sir, thou bleed'st; 
Thy exercise hath been too violent for 
A second course of fight. 
Mar. Sir, praise me not: 
My work bath yet not warm'd me: Fare you well. 
The blood [I drop is rather physical 
Than dangerous to me: To Aufidius thus 
I will appear, and fight. 
Lart. Now the fair goddleſs, Fortune, 
Fall deep in love with thee; and ber great charms 
Misguide thy opposers' swords! Bold gentleman, 
Prosperity be thy page! 
Mar. Thy friend no leſs 
Than those sbe places highest! So, farewel. 
Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius! — [Exit Marc. 


Go, sound thy trumpet in the market - place; 
Call thither all the officers of the town, 


Where they shall know our mind: Away. 
| [Exeunt, 


©. 
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May give you thankful sacrifice! — Thy news! 
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Near the Camp of Cominius. y 
Enter Couixrus and forces, retreating. ] 
Com. Breathe you, my friends; well fought: {MW 
we are come off 
Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands, 1 
Nor cowardly in retire: believe me, sirs,  ] 
We shall be charg'd again. Whiles we have 
struck, 3 
By interims, and conveying gusts, we have heard MW 
The charges of our friends: — The Roman gods, 1 


Lead their successes as we wish our own; 
That both our powers, with smiling fronts en- 
count'r ing, 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. The citizens of Corioli have issued, 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle: 
I saw our patty to their trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou speak'st truth, 
Methinks, thou speak'st not well. How long 

| is't since? 
Mes. Above an hour, my lord, 


Com. *Tis not a mile; briefly we heard their {MT 
| drums: By 
How could'st thou in a mile confound an hour, KA 1 
And bring thy news $0 late? wy 

Mes, Spies of the Volces | * 
Held me in chase, that I was forc'd to wheel 


Three or four miles about; else had I, sir, 5 
Half an hour since brought my report. 1 


7 Ransoming 
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Enter Nancivs. 


Com. Who's yonder, 
That does appear as he were flay'd? O gods! 
He bas the stamp of Marcius; and I have 
Beforc-time seen him thus, 

Mar, Come | too late? 

Com. The sbepherd knows not thunder from 

| a tabor, 

More than 1 know the sound of Marcius' tongue 
From every meaner man's. 


Man. Come I too late? y , 
Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of 


others, 
But mantled in your own. 
Mer. O! let me clip you 
In arms as sound, as when T woo'd; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done, 


Aud tapers burnt to bedward. 


Com. Flower of warriors, 


* How is't with Titus Lartius? 


Mar. As with a man busied about decrees: 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile; 
, or pitying, threat'ning the other; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 


Even like a fawning greybound in the leash, 


To let bim slip at will 
Com. Where is that slave, 
Which told me they had beat you ta your 
trenches ? 
Where is he? Call him hither. 
Mar. Let him alone, 
He did inform the truth: But for our gentlemen, 
The common file, (A plague! — Tribunes fer 
them !) | 
The mouse ne'er shunn'd the cat, as they did 
budge 
From rascals worse than they. 


LI 2 
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Com. But how prevail'd gon ? 


Mar. Will the time serte to tell? I do not 
think — | 
Where is the enemy? Are you lords of the 
field ? 
If not, why cease you till you are so? 
Com. Marcius, we have at disadvantage fought, 
And did retire, to win our purpose. 
Mar. How lies their battle? Know you on 
which side 
They have plac'd their men of trust? 
Com. As I guels, Marcius, 
Their bands i' the vaward are the Antiates, 
Of their best trust: o'er them Aufidius, 
Their very heart of hope. 
Mar. I do beseech you, 
By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
By the blood we have shed together, by the 
vows 
We have made to endure friends, that you di- 
rectly 
Set me against Aufidius, and his Antiates ; 
And that you not delay the present; but, 
Filling the air with swords advanc'd, and darts, 
We prove this very hour. 
Com. Though I could wish 
You were conducted to a gentle bath, 
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking; take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action, 
Mar. Those are they 
That most are willing: — Tf any such be here, 
(As it were sin to doubt.) that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smear'd; if any fear 
Lesser bis person than an ill report; 
If any think, brave death outweighs bad life, 
And that his country's dearer than himself; 
| Let him, alone, or so many, 80 minded, 
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Wave thus, [waving his hand.] to exprels his 
disposition, | 
And follow Marcius. 
[ They all shout, and wave their words; take 
him up in their arms, and cast up their caps, 
O me, alone! Make you a sword of me? 
If these shews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volces? None of you, but is 
Able to bear against the great Auſidius 
A shield as bard as his. A certain number, 
Though thanks to all, must I select from all: 
The rest shall bear the businels in some other 
| fi ht, : 
As cause will be obey'd. Please you to march; 
And four shall quickly draw out my command, 
Which men are best inclin'd. 
Com. March on, my fellows: 
Make good this ostentation, and you shall 
Divide in all with us. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. 


The Gates of Corioli. 


Titus LARTIps, having get a guard upon Corioli, going 
with a drum and trumpet toward Cominins and 


Cains Marcius, enters with a ligutenant, a party of 
Soldiers, and à Scout. | 


Lart. So, let the ports be guarded ; keep your 


| duties, 
As I have set them down. If I do send, dis- 
patch a ä 


Those centuries to our aid; the rest will serve 
For a short holding: If we lose the field, 
We cannot keep the town. | 

Lieu. Fear not our care, sir. 
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Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upon us. — 
Our guider, come; to the Roman camp conduct 
us. {Excunt, 


SCENE VIII. 


A field of battle between the 8 and Volcian 


Cumps. 


Alarum. Enter Manctus, and Aurtptus. 


Mar, III fight with none but thee; for I do 
hate thee 
Worse than a promise-breaker. 
Auf. We bate alike; 
Not Africk owns a serpent, I abhor 
More than thy fame and envy: Fix thy foot. 
Mar Let the first budger die the other's slave, 
And the gods doom him after! 
Auf. If I fly, Marcius, 
Halloo me like a hare. | 
Mar Within these three hours, Tullus, 
Alone I fougbt in your Corioli walls, 
And made what work I pleas'd: Tis not my 
blood, 3 . 
Wherein thou seest me mask'd; for thy revenge, 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 
Auf. Wert thou the Hector, 
That was the whip of yonr bragg'd progeny, 
Thou sbould'st 5 scape me hor * l 
{They fight, and certain Volces come to the 
aid of Aufidius. 8 
Officious, and not valiant — you have sbam'd me 
In your condemned seconds. 


[Exeunt fighting, driven in by Marcius. 
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S E N E + 1a, 


The Roman Camp, 


Alarum, A Retreat is 5ounded. Flourisch, Enter at 
one Side, Cominivs, and Romans; at the other 
Side, Mancivs, with lis arm in a scarf, and other 
Romans, 


Com. Tf I sbould tell thee o'er this thy day's 
work, 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but II. report it, 
Where $enators shall mingle tears with smiles; 
Where great patricians shall attend. aud sbrug, 
T' the end, admire; where ladies shall be frighted, 
And, gladly quak'd, hear more; where the dull 


IP Tribunes, 
That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine 
| honours, 
Shall say, against their hearts, — We thank the 
ods, 


Our Rome hath such a soldier! — 
Yet cam'st thou to a morsel of this feast, 
Having fully din'd before. 


Enter Titus LazxTrivs, with his power, from the 
pursuit. 


Lart. O general, 
Here is the steed, we the caparison : 
Hadst thou beheld — | 

Mar. Pray now, no more: my mother, 
Who has a charter to exto] her blood. 
When she does praise me, grieves me, I bays 

done, | 

As you have done; that's what JI can; induced 
As you have been; that's for my country: 


1 1 
15 
{ 
= 
= 
| | 
( i 


38 CORIOLANUS. 
He, that has bnt effected his good will, 


Hath overta'en mine act, 
Com. You shall not be 
The grave of your deserving: Rome must know 
The value of her own: '"twere a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no leſs than a traducement, 
To hide your doings; and to silence that, 
Which, to the spire and top of praises voucb'd, 
Would seem but modest: Therefore, I beseech 
ou, 
(In sign of het you are, not to reward 
What you have done,) before our army heat 
me. . 
Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and they 
smart ED 
To bear themselves remember'd. 
Com, Should they not, 
Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude, 
And tent themselves with death. Of all the 
horses, . 
(Whereof we have ta'en good, and good store, 
of all 
The treasure, in this field atchiev'd, and eity, 
Ve renqer you the tenth; to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common distributipn, at 
Your only choice, os 
. Mar. I thank you, general; TON? 
But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe, to pay my sword, I do refuse it; 
And staud upou my common part with those 
That have beheld the doing. 
[A long flourich, They all cry, Marcius! 
 Marcius! cast up their caps and lances: 
Couixtus and LAnrius, Stand bare. 
Mar. May the e same instruments, which you 
| rafane, es . 
Never sound more! When drums and trumpets 
sball ä 
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T che field prove flatterers, let courts and cities 


e 
Made all of false-fac'd soothing! When steel 
grows soft | 
As the parasite's silk, let bim be mad 
An overture for the wars! No more, I say; 
Yor that T bave not' wash'd my nose that bled, 
Or foil'd some debile wretch, — which, with- 
. out note, | ; 
Here's many else have done, — you shout me 
forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical ; 
As if I lov'd my little should be dieted 
In praises sauc'd with lies. 


Com. Too modest are you; 

More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
> To us that give you truly: by your patience, 
© If gainst yourself you be incensd, we'll put 


| you 15 : 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in 
5 manacles, | | 
© Then reason safely with you. — Therefore, be 
it known, | a hg 


q As to us, to all tbe world, that Caius Marciug 
= Wears this war's garland: in token of the which, 
My noble 'steed, known to the camp, I give 
Wich all, his trim belonging; and, from this 
| e | 3 | 


For what he did before Corioli, call him, 


With all the applause and clamour of the host, 
Caivs Marcins Coriolanus. — 
Bear the addition nobly ever! 
[Flourich. Trumpets sound, and drums, 
All. Cains Marcius Coriolanus ! 
Cor. I will go wash; | 
And when my face is fair, you shall perceive 
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Whether I blush, or no: Howbeit, 1 thank 


you: — 
I mean to stride your steed; and, at all times, 
To undercrest your good addition, 
To the fairneſs of my power. 
Com. So, to our tent: | 
Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
To Rome of our 8nccels. — You, Titus Lartius, 
Must to Corioli back: send us to Rome 
The best, with. whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 
Lart. I shall, my lord. 
Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I that 
now | 
Refus'd most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
Of wy lord general. 
Com. Take it: 'tis yours. — What is't? 
Cor. I sometime lay, here in Corioli, 
At a poor man's house; he us'd we kindly; 
He cry'd to me; I saw him prisoner; 
But then Auſidius was within my view, 
Aud wrath o'crwhelm'd my pity :. I request you 
To give my poor host freedom. 
Com. O, well begg'd! 
Were he the butcher of my son, he should 
Be iree, as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 
Lart. Marcius, his name? 
Cor. By Jupiter, forgot: — 
] am weary; yea, my memory is tir'd. — 
Have we no wine here? | 
. Com. Go we to our tent: * 
The blood upon your visage dries; 'tis time 
It should be look'd to: come. _ . [Exeunt 
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SCENE X. 


The Camp of the Volces, 


4 flourich, Cornets. Enter Tullus Auripivs, bloody, 
with two or thres soldiers. 


Auſ. The town is ta en! | | 
1. Sol. Twill be deliver'd back on good con- 
dition. 
Auf. Condition? — 
I woutid, I were a Roman; for I cannot, 
Being a Volce, be that Jam. — Condition! 
What good condition can a treaty find 
the part that is at mercy? Five times, Marcius 
] have fonght with thee; so often hast thou 
beat me; 
And would'st do so, I think, should we en- 
counter 
As often. as we eat. — By the elements, 
If e'er again I meet him beard to oveard, 
He is mine, or | am his: Mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in't, it had; for where 
I thought to crush him in an equal force, 
(True sword to 8word,) Fll potch at him some 
Way; 
Or wrath, or craft, may get him. 
1. Sol. He's the devil. 
Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle: My valour's 
oison'd, | 
With only suffering stain by him; for him 
Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep., nor sanctuary, 
Being naked, sick; nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice, 
Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom *painst 
My hate to Marcius: where 1 ind him, were it 
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At home, upon my brother's guard, even tbere 
Against the hospitable, canon, would T | 
Wash my fierce hand in his heart. Go you to 
the city; 
Learn, how 'tis held; and what they are, that 
| must 
Be hostages for Rome. 
1. Fol. Will not you go? 
Auf. T am attended at the eypreſs grove: 
J pray you, | | 
(Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thither 
How the world goes; that. to the pace of it 
J may spur on my journey, 
1, Sol. I shall, sir. 


Rome. A publick Place. 


Enter MznEgnivs, Sicivnivs, and BruTVs. 


of 


Men. The augurer tells me, we shall have 
news to-night, 

Bru. Good, or bad? 
Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, 
for they love not Marcius, | 

Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their 
friends, 

Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love? 

Lic. The lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him; as the hungry ple- 
beians would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He's a lamb indeed, that baes like a bear. 
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Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
You two are old men; tell me one thing that J 
shall ask you. 

Botk Trib. Well, sir. | 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor in, 
that you two have not in abundance ? 

| Kru. He's poor in no one fault, but stor'd with 
all. 

Sic. Especially, in pride, 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 


Men. This is strange now: Do you two know 
how you are censured here in the city, I mean of 


us o' the righthand file? Do you? 
Both Trib, Why, how are we censured ? 


Men, Because you talk of pride now, — Will 
you not be angry? 

Both Trib. Well, well, sir, well. 

Men. Why, *tis no great matter; for a very lit- 
tle thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal 
of patience; give your dispositions the reins, and 
be angry at your pleasures; at the least, if you 
take it as a pleasure to you, in being 80. You 
blame Marcius for being proud ? 

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 

Men. 1 know, you can do very little alone; for 
your helps are many; or else your actions would 
grow wondrous single: your abilities are too in- 
fant-like, for doing much alone. You talk of pride: 
O, that you could turn your eyes towards the 
napes of your necks, and make but an interior 
survey of your good selves! O, that you could! 

Bru, What then, sir? 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace 
of unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, 
(alias, fools,) as any in Rome. | 


Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough 
too. 


% 
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Men. T am known to be a humorous patrician 
and one that loves a cup of hot wine with not 2 
drop of allaying Tiber in't; said to be somethin 
imperfect, in favouring the first complaint; hasty, 
and tinder-like, upon too trivial motion: one that 
converses more with the b:ttock of the night, 
than with the forebead of the morning. What ] 
think. I utter; and spend my malice in my breath: 
Meeting two such weals-men as you are, (I can- 
not call you Lycurguses) if the drink you give 
me, touch my palate adversely, I make a crooked 
face at it. I cannot say, your worships have de. 
liver'd the matter well, when I find the als in 
compound with the major part of your syllables: 
and thongh IT must be content to bear with those 
that say you are reverend grave men; yet they 
lye deadly, that tell, you have good faces. If 
you see this in the map of my microcosm, follows 
it, that I am known well enough too? What 
harm can your bisson conspectuites glean out of 
this character, if I be known well enough too? 

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well 
enough, 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor 
any thing, You are ambitious for poor knaves' 
caps and legs; you wear out a good wholesome 
forenoon, in hearing a cause between an orange- 
wife and a fosset-seller; and then rejourn the 
controversy of three-pence to a second day of au- 
dience. — When you are hearing a matter between 
party and party, if you chance to be pinch'd with 
the cholick, you make faces like mummers; set 
up the bloody flag against all patience; and, in 
roaring for a chamberpot, dismiſs the controversy 
bleeding, the more entangled by your hearing: 
all the peace you make in their cause, is, calling 
both the parties knaves: You are a pair of strange 
ones. | 
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Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to 
be a perfecter giber for the table, than a necessary 
bencber in the Capitol. 

Men. Our very priests must become mockers, 
if they sball encounter such ridiculous subjects as 
you are. When you speak best unto tbe purpose, 
it is not worth the wagging of your beards; and 
your beards deserve not so honourable a grave, as 
io stuff a botcher's cushion, or to be entomb'd' 
in an aſs's pack-saddle. Yet you must be saying, 
Marcius is proud; who, in a cheap estimation, 
is worth all your predecessors, since Dencalion ; 
though, peradventure, some of the best of them 
were hereditary hangmen. Good e'en to your 
worships; more of your conversation would in- 
fect my brain, being the herdsmen of the beastly 
plebeians: I will be bold to take my leave of 
you. 


Enter VoluxxiA, VIũ GIL IA, and VALERIA, and 
a crowd of people. 


How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the 
moon, were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do 
you follow your eyes 80 fast? | 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius 
approaches; for the love of Juno, let's go. 

Men. Ha! Marcius coming home? 

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with most 
prosperous approbation. | 

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee: 
— Hoo! Marcius coming home! 

Two Ladies. Nay, *tis true. 5 

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him; the state 
hath another, his wife another; and, I think 
there's one at home for you. 

Men, I will make my very house reel to night: 
— A letter for me? : 
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Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you; 1 


* 


come home wounded, 
Vir. O, no, no, no. 


Vol. O, be is wounded, I thank the gods for't, t 


Men. So do I too, if it be not too much: — 
Brings a victory in his pocket? — The wounds 
become him. 

Vol. On's brows, Menenius : he comes the third 
time home with the oaken garland, 

Men, Has be disciplined Aufidius soundly? 

Vol. Titus Lartius writes, — they fought toge- 
ther, but Aufidius got off. 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, T'll warrant 

him that: an he had staid by him, I would not 
have been so fidius'd for all the chests in Corioli, 
and the gold that's in them, Is the senate pos- 
seſs'd of this? 

Vol. Good ladies, let's go: — Yes, yes, yes: 
the senate has letters from the general, wherein 
he gives my son the whole name of the war: be 
hath in this action oatdone his former deeds 
doubly, 

Val. In troth, there's wondrous things spoke 
of him. 

Men. Woudrous? ay, I warrant you, and not 
without bis true purchasing. ? 

Vir. The gods grant them true! 

Vol. True? pow, wow. 

Men. True? [ll be sworn they are true; — 
Where is he wounded? — God save your good 
worsbips! [To the Tribunes.) Marcius is coming ; 

| home: 5 
$ 


saw it. | | bi 

Men. A letter for me? Tt gives me an estate of MW © 
seven years' health; in which time, I will make 

a lip at the physician: the most sovereign pre- * 

scription in Galen is but empiricutick, and, to this? 

preservative, of no better report than a horse. MW 1 

drench. Is he not wocades? he was wont to et 
; 
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home: be bas more cause to be proud. — Where 
is he wounded? 

; Vol. T' the shoulder, and i' the left arm: There 
will be large cicatrices to shew the people, when 
he shall stand for his place. He received in the 
repulse of Tarquin, s-ven hurts i' the body. 

Men. One in the neck, and two in the thigh, — 
there's nine that I know. 

Vol. He bad, before this last expedition, twen- 
ty-hve wounds upon him. 

Men. Now it's twenty-seven: every pash was 
| | an enemy's grave: [A Shout and flouris 4 Hark, 
the trumpets. | 
Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius : before 

bim 
Ile carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears; 
> Death, that dark spirit, in's nervy arm doth lie; 
Which being advanc'd, declines; and then men 
: | die. 


E A Sennet. Trumpets sound. Enter Comnius and 
1 Titus Lanrivs; between them, CorrOLANUS, 
crown'd with an oaken garland; with captains 


and soldiers, and a Herald. 


Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did 
4 | fight | | 
Within Coriolp gates: where he hath won, 
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius; these 
In honour follows, Coriolanus : — 
Welcome to Rome, renown'd Coriolanus ! 
FE [ Flourish, 
All. Welcome to Rome, regown'd Coriolanus ! 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my 
| heart ; . | | 
Pray now, no more. 


7 Com. Look, sir, your mother, — 
FT - 
g Lou have, I know, petition'd all the gods 


Val. V. M m 
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For my prosperity. Nneels. 
Fol. Nay, my good soldier, up; us 


My gentle Marciys, worthy Caius, and 
By deedstchieving honour newly nam'd, 
What is it? Coriolanus, must I call thee? 
But O, thy wife — 
Cor. My gracious silence, hail! 
Would'st thou have laugh'd, had I come cof. 
fin'd home, 
That weep'st to see me triumph? Ah, my dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack sons. 
Men. Now the gods crown thee! 
Cor. And live you yet? — O my sweet lady, 
pardon. £29 Valeria, 
Vol. I know not where to turn: — 0 wel- 
come home; 
And welcome, general; — And you are wel. 


come all. 
Men. A hundred thousand welcomes: I could 
weep, 
And I could laugh; I am light, and heavy: 
Welcome: 


A curse begin at very root of his heart, 
That is not glad to see thee! — You are three, 
That Rome should dote on: yet, by the faith 


of men, 
We have some old crab- trees her at home, chat 
will not 
Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, war- 
riors: 


We call a nettle, but a nettle; and 
The faults of fools, but ur. 
Com. Ever right. 
Cor. Menenius, ever, ever. 
Her. Give way there, and go on. 
Cor. Your hand, and yours: bf 
| {to his wife and mother. 
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Fre in our own house I do shade my head, 
The good patricians must be visited; 
From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings, 
But with them change of honours. 
Vol. I have liv'd ED 
To see inherited my very wishes, 
And the buildings of my fancy: only 
There's one —2 wanting, which 1 doubt not, 
ut 
Our Rome will cast upon thee. 
Cor. Know, good mother, , 
J had rather be their servant in my way, 
Than sway with them in theirs. 


Com. On, to the Capitol. [ Flouritk. Cornets. 
[Exeunt in State, as before. The tribunes 
come forward. 


Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared 
sights - 
Are spectacled to see him: Your pratling nurse 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 
While sbe chats him: the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richest lockram bout her reechy neck, 
Clambering the walls to eye him: Stalls, bulks, 
windows, 

Are smother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd 
With variable complexions; all agreein 
In earnestnels to see him: seld-shown flamens 
Do preſs among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station: our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in | 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus burning kisses: such a pother, 
As if that whatsoever god, who leads him, 
Were slily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful posture: 

Sic. On the sudden, 
I warrant him consul. 

Bru, Then our office may, 
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During his power, go sleep. | 
Sic. He cannot temperately transport his 
— honours 
From where he should begin, and end; but will 
Lose those he hath won. 


Beru. In that there's comfort. 


Sic. Doubt not, 
The commoners, for whom we stand, but they, 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget, 
With the least cause, these his new honours; 
which 
That he will give them, make as little question 
As he is proud to do't. 


Bru. I heard him swear, 
Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i'the market-place, nor on him put 
The naplels vesture of humility ; 
Nor, shewing (as the manner is) bis wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

Sic. Tis right. 

Bru. It was his word: O, he would mils it, 

rather | 
Than carry = but by the suit o' the gentry to 
. him, 

And the desire of the nobles. 

Sic. I wish no better, 
Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru, Tis most like, he will. 

Sic. It shall be to him then, as our good 

wills; | 

A sure destruction. | 

Bru. So it must fall out 
To him, or our authorities. For an end, 
We must suggest the people, in what hatred 
He 8till bath held them; that, to his power, he 

would 
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Have made m_ mules, silenc'd their pleaders, 
and 

Disproperty'd their freedoms: holding them, 

In human action and capacity, 

Of no more soul, nor fitneſs for the world, 

Than camels in their warz who have their 

provand 
Only: for bearing burdens, and gore blows 
For sinking under them. 
Sic. This, as you say, suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 

Shall teach the people, (which time shall not 
want, i . 

If he be put upon't; and that's as easy, 

As to set dogs on sbeep.) will be his fire 

To kindle their dry stubble; and their blaze 

Shall darken him for ever. 


Enter a Messen ger. 


Bru. What's the matter? 
Mes. You are sent for to the Capitol. Tis 
thought, 
That Marcius shall be consul: I bave seen 
The dumb men throng to see him, and the 
blind 
To hear him speak: Matrons flung gloves, 
Ladies and maids their scarfs and 1 
Upon him as be pals'd: the nobles bended, 
As to Jove's statue; and the commons made 
A sbower, and thunder, with their caps, and 
shouts : 
I never saw the like. 
Bru. Let's to the Capitol; 
And carry with us ears and eyes for the time, 
But hearts for the event. 
Sic. Have with you. [ Exeunt. 
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The same. The Capitol. 


Enter two Officers, to lay cushion. 


1. Off. Come, come, they are almost here: 
How many stand for consulships ? 

2. Off. Three, they say: but 'tis thought of 
every one, Coriolanus will carry it. 

1. Off. That's a brave fellow; but he's vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common people. 

2. Off. Faith, there have been many great men 
that have flatter'd the people, who ne'er loved 
them; and there be many that they have loved, 
they know not wherefore: 80 that, if they love 
they know not why, they hate upon no better a 
ground: Therefore, fot Coriolanus neither to care 
whether they love, or hate him, manifests the 
true knowledge he has in their disposition; and, 
ont of his noble careleſsneſs, lets them plainly 
see't. i 

1. Off. If he did not care whether be had their 
love, or no, he waved indifferently *twixt doing 
them neither good, nor harm; but he seeks their 
hate with greater devotion than they can render 
it him; and leaves nothing undone, that may ful. 
ly discover him their opposite. Now, to seem 10 
affect the malice and displeasure of the people, 
is as had as that which he dislikes, to flatter them 
for their love. | X 

2. Off. He hath deserved worthily of his coun- 
try: And his ascent is not by auch easy degrees 
as those, who, having been supple and courteous 
to the people, bonnetted, without any further deed 
ta heave them at all into their estimation and 
report: hut he hath so planted his honours in 
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their eyes, and his actions in their hearts, that 
for their tongues to be silent, and not confeſs so 
much, were a kind of ingrateful injury; to report 
otherwise, were a malice, that, giving itself the 
lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke From every 
ear that heard it. | 

1. Off. No more of him; he is a worthy man: 
Make way, they are coming. | 


A Sennet. Enter, with Lictors before them, Co- 
Mix ius the Consul, MeNegxrvs, Conroraxus, 
many other Senators, S1Ccinivs and Bnurus. 
The Senators take their places; the Tribunes take 
theirs also by themselves. 


Nen. Having determin'd of the Volces, and 
To send for Jitus Lartius, it remains, 
As the main point of this our after- meeting, 
To gratify his noble service, that 
Hath thus stood for his country: Therefore, 
please you, 
Most reverend and grave elders, to desire 
The present consul, and last general 
In our well- found successes, to report 
A little of that worthy work perform'd 
By Caius Marcius Coriolauus; whom 
We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himself. 
1. Sen. Speak, good Cominius ; 
Leave nothing out for length; and make us 
think, 


Rather our state's defective for requita], 


Than we to stretch it out. Masters © the 
people, 
We do request your kindest ears; and, after, 
Your loving motion toward the common body, 
To yield what passes here. 
Sic. We are convented 
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Upon a pleasing treaty; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our azsembly. 

Bru. Which the rather 
We +hall be blest to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the people, than 
He hath hereto p1iz'd them at. 

Men. That's off, that's off; 
I'wovld you rather had been silent: Please you 
To bear Cominius speak? 

Bru. Most willingly: 
But yet my caution was more pertinent, 
Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people; 
But tie him not to be their bedfellow. — 
Worthy Con. speak. — Nay, keep your 

ace. 
[Cororaxvs rites, and offers to go away, 


1. Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 
Cor. Your honours' pardon; 
T had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear say bow I got them. 
Bru. Sir, I hope, ; 
My words dis-bench'd you not? 
Cor. No, sir: yet oft, 
When blows have made me stay, I fled from 
words, | 
You 800th'd not, therefore hurt not: But, your 
people, 
J love them as they weigh. 
Men. Piay now, sit down. 
Cor. I bad rather have one scratch my head 
i' the sun, a 
When the alarum were struck, than idly sit 
To bear my nothings monster'd. - [Exit Con. 


Men. Masters o' the people, 
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Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter, 

(That's thousand to one good one,) when you 
now $ee, 

He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 

'Than one of his ears to hear it? — Proceed, 
Cominius. 

Com. I shall lack voice: the deeds of Corio- 

lanus 

Should not be utter'd feebly. — It is held, 

That valour is the chiefest virtue, and 

Most dignifies the haver: if it be, 

The man I speak of cannot in the world 

Be singly counterpois'd. At sixteen years, 

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he 
fought 

Beyond the mark of others; our then dictator, 


Whom with all praise I point at, saw bim 
fight, 


When with his Amazonian chin he drove 


The bristled lips before him: he bestrid 

An o'er-prels'd Roman, and i' the consul's view 

Slew three opposers: Tarquin's self be met, 

And struck him on his knee: in that day's feats, 

When he might act the woman in the scene, 

He prov'd best man i' the field, and for his 
meed 

Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 

Man-enter'd thus, be waxed like a sea; 

And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 


He lurch'd all swords o'the garland. For this 


last, 
Before and in Corioli, let me say, 
I cannot speak him home: He stopp'd the fliers; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into sport: as weeds before 
A vessel under seil, so men obey'd, 
And fell below his stem: his sword (death's 
stamp) | 
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Where. it did mark, it took; from face to foot 
He. was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries: alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o' the city, which be painted 
With shunlels destiny; aidleſs came off, 
And with a sudden re-inforcement struck 
Corioli, like a planet: Now all's his: 
When by and by the, din of war 'gan pierce 
His ready sense: then straight his Foub ed spitit 
Re-quicken'd what in fle:h was fatigate, 
And to the battle came be; where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual spoil: and, till we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 

Men: Worthy man! 

1. Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the 

honours 

Which we devise him. | 

Com. Our spoils he kick'd at; 
And look'd upon things precions, as they were 
The common muck o' the world: he covets lels 
Than misery itself would give; rewards 
His deeds with doing them; and is content 
To spend the time, to end it. 

Men. He's right noble; 
Let him be call'd for. 

1. Sen. Call Coriolanus. 


Off. He doth appear. 


Re-enter CoRTOLAN US. 


Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee consul. 
Cor. I do owe them still 
My life, and services. 

Men. It then remains, 

That you do speak to tbe people. 


CORIOLANUS, 
Cor. I do beseech you, 
Let me o'er-leap that custom; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds' sake, to give their suffrage: 
please you, 
That I may paſs this doing. 
Sic. Sir, the people 
Must have their voices; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 
Men. Put them not to't: — 
Pray you, go fit you to the custom; and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have, 
Your honour with your form. 
Cor. It is a part | 
That IT sball blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 
Bru. Mark you that 
Cor. To * unto them, — Thus I did, and 
thus; — | 
Shew them the unaking scars which I should 
hide, * 
As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their-breath only: — 
Men. Do not stand upon't. — 
We recommend to you, tribunes of 


51 


the people, 
Our purpose to them; — and to our nobls 
consul CET? f 


Wish we all joy and honour. | 
Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour! 
| [ Flourisk. Then Exeunt Senators. 


Bru, You see how he intends to use the 
people. 
Sic. May they perceive his intent! He will 
require them, | 
As if he did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to give. 


Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
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Where. it did mark, it took; from face to foot 
He. was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries: alone he enter'd 
The mortal gate o' the city, which be painted 
With shunleſs destiny; aidleſs came off, 

And with a sudden re-inforcement struck 
Corioli, like a planet: Now all's his: 

When by and by the din of war *gan pierce 
His ready sense: then straight his ud ed spitit 


And to the battle came be; where be did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual spoil: and, till we call'd 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 
To ease his breast with panting. 

Men: Worthy man! 

1. Sen. He cannot. but with measure fit the 

honours 

Which we devise him. 

Com. Our spoils he kick'd at; 
And look'd upon things precions, as they were 
The common muck o' the world: he covets lels 
Than misery itself would give; rewards 
His deeds with doing them; and is content 
To spend the time, to end it. | 

Men. He's right noble; 
Let him be call'd for. 

1. Sen. Call Coriolanus. 


07 F. He doth a ext. 
Re-enter ConrtrormT AN US. 


Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee consul. ; 
Cor. I do owe them still 
My life, and services. 
Men, It then remains, 
That you do speak to the people. 
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CORIOLANUS, 

Cor. I do beseech you, 
Let me o'er-leap that custom; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wounds' sake, to give their suffrage: 

please you, 

That T may pals this doing. 

Sic, Sir, the people 
Must have their voices; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. | 

Men. Put them not to't: — 
Pray you, go fit you to the custom; and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have, 
Your honour with your form. 

Cor. It is a part | 
That I sball blusb in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bru. Mark you that 

Cor. To ys. unto them, — Thus I did, and 

thus; — | 
Shew them the unaking scars which I should 
hide, | » 

As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their-breath only: — 

Men. Do not stand upon't. — | 
We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 


Our purpose to them; — and to our noble 
consul = ; 


Wish we all joy and honour. | 
Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour! 


51 


[Flourich, Then Exeunt Senators. 


Bru, You see how he intends to use the 
people. 
Sic. May they perceive his intent! He will 
require them, : 
As if be did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to give. 


Eru. Come, we'll inform them 


52 CORIOLANUS, 


Of our proceedings here: on the market-place, 
I know, they do attend us. [Exzeunt, 


SCENE III. 


The same. The Forum. 


Enter several Citizens, 


1. Cit. Once, if he do require our voices, we 
ought not to deny him. 

2. Cit. We may, sir, if we will. 

3. Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it, 
but it is a power that we have no power to do: 
for if he shew us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, 
we are to put our tongues into those wounds, 
and speak for them; 80, if he tell us his noble 
deeds, we must also tell bim our noble acceptance 
of them. Inpratitude is monstrous: and for the 
multitude to 5 ingrateful, were to make a mon- 
ster of the multitude; of the which, we being 
members, should bring ourselves to be monstrous 
members. | | | 

1. Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a 
little help will serve: for once we stood up about 
the corn, he himself stuck not to call us — the 
many-headed multitude. 

5. Cit. We have been call'd so of many; not 
that our heads are some brown, some black, some 
auburn, some bald, but that our wits are $0 di— 
versly colour'd: and truly I think, if all our wits 
were to issue out of one skull, they would fly 
east, west, north, south; and their concent of one 
direct way should be at once to all the points o 
the compals. 

2. Cit. Think you 80? Which way, do you 
judge, my wit would fly? | 
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3. Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as 
another man's will, 'tis strongly wedg'd up in a 
block-bead: but if it were at liberty, *twould, 
sure, South ward. | 

2. Cie. Why that way? | 

3, Cit. To lose itself in a fog; where being 
three parts melted away with rotten dews, the 
fourth would return for conscience sake, to help 
to get thee a wife. U . | 

2, Cir. You are never without your tricks: — 
You may, you may. : 

3. Cit. Are you all resolved to give your voices ? 
But that's no matter, the greater part carries it. 
Issy, if he would incline to the people, there 
was neyer a worthier man. I 


* 


Enter Corxrotaxus, and Mrentnrius. 


Here he comes, and in the gown of humility; 
mark his behaviour. We are not to stay all toge- 
ther, but to come by him where he stands, by 
ones, by twos, and by threes. He's to make bis 
requests by particulars; wherein every one of us 
has a single honour, in giving him our own voices 
with our own tongues ;: therefore follow-me, and 
V1 direct you how you shall go by him. | 


All. Content, content. I Exeunt. 
Men. O sir, you are not right; have you not 
| | known 


The worthiest men have done't? 
Cor. What must IL gay? — ' 
I pray, sir, — Plague upon't! I cannot bring 
My tongue to such a pace: — Look, sir; — my 
wounds ; — * | 
J got them in my country's service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From the noise of our own drum. 
Men. O me, the gods! 
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You must not speak of that; you must device 
them 
To think upon you. 
Cor. Think upon me? Hang 'em! 
I would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our divines lose by them, 
Men. You'll mar all; 
T1] leave you: Pray you, speak to them, I pray 
you, 
In wholesome manner, [Exit, 


Enter tuo Citizens. 


Cor. Bid them wash their faces, 


And keep their teeth clean. — So, here comes 
a brace. 
You know. the cause, sir, of my standing here. 


1. Cit. We do, sir; tell us what hath brought 
you to't. 

Cor. Mine own desert. 

2. Cit. Your own desert? 

Cor. Ay, not mine own desire. 

1. Cit. How! not your own desire? 

Cor. No, sir; Twas never my desire yet, 
To trouble the poor with begtzing. 


1. Cit. Lou must think, if we give you any 
thing, we hope to gain by you. 


Cor. Well then, I prays your price o' the 
covsulship ? 
1. Cit, The price is, to ask it kindly. 
Cor. Kindly ? 
Sir, I pray, let me ha't: 1 have wounds to "TS 
ou, 
Which shall be yours in private. — Your good 
voice, sir; 
What say you? 
2, Cit. You shall have it, worthy sir. 
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Cor. A match, $ir: — There's in all two wor- 
thy voices begg'd: — 

I have your alms; adieu. 

1. Cit. But this is something. odd. 

2, Cit, An 'twere to give again, — But 'tis no 


matter, [ Exeunt two Citizens, 


Enter two other Citizens. 


Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the 
tune of your voices, that I may be consul, I have 
here the customary gown. , 
1. Cit. You have deserved nobly of your coun- 
try, and you have not deserved nobly. 
Cor. Your aenigma? 
1. Cit. You have been a scourge to her enemies, 
you have been à rod to her friends; 'you have not, 
indeed, loved the common people. | 
Cor. You should account me the more virtuous, 
that I have not been common in my love. I will, 
sir, flatter my sworn brother the people, to earn 
a dearer estimation of them ' tis a condition they 
account gentle: and since the wisdom of their 
choice is rather to bave my hat than my beart, 
I will practise the insinuating nod, and be off to 
them most counterfeitly; that is, sir, I will coun- 
terfeit the bewitchment of some popular man, and 
give it bountifully to the desirers. Therefore, 
beseech you, I may be consul. 
2. Cit. We hope to find you our friend; and 
therefore give you our voices heartily, 

1. Cit. You have received many wounds for 
your country, 
Cor. T will not seal your knowledge with sbew- 
ing them. I will make much of your voices, and 
so trouble you no further. 
Both Cit, The gods give you joy, sir, N 


[Exeunt. 
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Cor. Most sweet voices! — 

Better it is to die, better to starve, 

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 

Why in this woolvish toge should I stand here 

To beg of Hob, and Dick, that do appear, 

Their needleſs vouches? Custom calls me to't; — 

What custom wills, in all things should we do't, 

The dust on antique time would lie unswept, 

And mountainous error be too highly heap'd 

For truth to over- peer. — Rather than fool it 
80, 

Let the high office and the honour go 

To one that would do thus. — I am half 
through; 

The one part suffer'd, the other will I do. 


Enter three other Citizens. 


Here come more voices. — 

Your voices: for your voices I have fought; 

Watch'd for your voices; for your voices, hear 

Of wounds two dozen odd; battles thrice six 

I have seen, and heard of; for your voices, 
have | |; 

Done many things, some Jeſs, some more: your 

EIS voices: | 

Indeed, I would be consul. 

1. Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go 
without any honest man's voice. 

2. Cit. Therefore let him be consul: The gods 
give him joy, and make him good friend to the 
people! | 
All. Amen, amen. — God save thee, noble con- 

sul! [Exeunt Citizens, 

Cor. Worthy voices! 


Re-enter Mznexrvs, with BRurus, and Stcixius. 


Men. You bave stood your limitation; and the 
fo ane: tribunes 
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Endue yon with the people's voice: Remains, 
That, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done? | 

Sic. The custom of request you have dis- 

charg'd ; 

The people do admit you; and are summon'd 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where? at the senate-house? 

Sic. There, Coriolauus. 

Coz, May I change these garments? 

Sic. You may, sir. 

Cor. That I'll straight do; and, knowing my- 

self again, 
Repair to the senate-house. 

Men. III keep you company. — Will you 

along? 

Bru. We stay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. [Exeunt Con. and Men. 
He bas it now; and by his looks, methinks, 
"Tis warm at his heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 


His humble weeds; Will you dismiſs the people? 


Re-enter Citizens. 


Sic. How now, my masters ? have you chose 
this man ? 


1. Cit. He has our voices, sir. 
Bru. We pray the gods, he may deserve your 
5 loves. 
2, Cit. Amen, sir: To my poor unworthy 
| notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 
5. Cit. Certainly, he flouted us down-right, 
1. Cit, No, 'tis his kind of speech, he did not 


mock us. 
2. Cit. Not one amongst us, save yourself, but 
1 says, | 
Vol. V. N n 
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88 CORIOLANUS. 
He us'd us scornfully: be should have shew'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiy'd for his coun- 
try. 
Sic. Why, so be did, I am sure. 
Cit. No, no; no man +aw 'em. [Several $peah, 
3. Cit. He said, he had wounds, which he could 
. shew in private; 
And with bis hat, thus waving it in scorn, 


I would be consul, says he: aged custom, * 
But by your voices, will not go permit me; ; 
Your voices ay r When we granted that, 
Here was, — I thank you for your voices, — thank ; 
YOu, — | ; 
Your most sweet voices: — now you have left your WW 
; voices, 1 
J have no further with you: — Was not tha (W- 
mockery ? | 
Sic. Why, either, were you ignorant to see't) ! 
Or, seeing it, of such childish friendlineſs W 
To yield your voices ? | 8 


Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were Jes-on'd, — When be had no power, 
But was a petty servant to the state, ; 
He was your enemy; ever spake against © 7 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
T' the body of the weal: and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and sway o'the state, 

If be zhould still malignantly remain 

Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 

Be curses to yourselves? You should have said, 
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no leſs 
Than what he stood for; so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Translate his malice towards you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have said, 5 ä 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his spirit, 
Aud try'd his inclination: from him pluck'd 


WW 


2 . e. 58 a 85 
Am et i hd 63 19 


CORIOLANUS. 59 


Either bis gracious promise, which you might, 

As cause had call'd you up, bave beſd him to; 

Or else it would have gal his surly nature, 

Which easily endures not article 

Tying him to aught; so, putting him to rage, 

You should have ta'en the advantage of his choler, 

And paſs'd him unelected. | 
Bru. Did you perceive, 

He did solicit you in free contempt, - 

When he did need your loves; and do yon think, 

That his contempt shall not be bruising to you, 


k When he bath power to crush? Why, had your 
: bodies | 2 

7 ; No heart among you? Or had you tongues, to 
f ory 5 


Against the rectorship of judgment? 
* Sic. Have you, 

Etre now, deny'd the asker? and, now again, 

On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow 

© Your s8v'd-for tongues ? | 
3. Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him 

et. 
. i. And wil deny him: | 
I'll have five hundred voices of that sound. 
1. Cit. I twice five hundred, and their friends 
to piece em. | 


: Bru. Get you hence instantly; nd tell those 
: LE: friends, — | 
They have chose a consul, that will from them 
| take 


Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to do 80. 0 
Sic. Let them assemble; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 

Tour ignorant election: Enforce his pride, 
And his old hate unto you: besides, forget not 
Wich what contempt he wore tbe humble weed; 
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How in his suit he scorn'd you: but your loves, 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 


The apprebension of his present portance, 


Which most gibingly, ungravely, he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he beais you. 

Bru. Lay | 
A fault on us, your tribunes; that we labour'd 
(No imnediment between) but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 

Sic. Say, you chose him | 
More after: our commandment, than as guided 


By your own true affections: and 'that, your 


minds 

Pre-occupy'd with what you rather must do 

Than what you should, made you against the 
grain | 

To voice him consul: Lay the fault on us. 

' Bru. Ay, spare us not. Say, we read lectures 
to you, 

How youngly he began to serve his country, 

How long ms : and what stock he springs 

of, 

The noble house o'the Marcians; from whence 
came 

That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's son, 

Who, after great Hostilius, here was king: 

Of the same house Publius and Quintus were, 

That our best water brought by conduits hither; 

And Censorinus, darling of the people, 

Aud nobly nam'd so, twice being censor, 

Was his great ancestor. 

Sic. One thus descended, | 

That bath beside well in bis person wrought 

To be'set high in place, we did eee 

To your remembrances: but you have found, 

Scaling his present bearing with his past, 

That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 

Your sudden approbation. 


e 
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Bru. Say, you ne'er had done't, 
(Harp on that still,) but by our putting on: 
And presently, when you have drawn your 


number, 
Repair to the Capitol. 
Cit. We will 80: almost all [Several speak. 
Repent ih their election, [Exeunt Citizen. 


Bru. Let them go on; 
This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than stay, past doubt, for greater: 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With tbeir refusal, both observe and answer 
The vantage of his anger. 
Sic. To the Capitol, come; 
We will be there before the stream o' the people; 
And this shall seem. as partly 'tis, their own, 
Which we have goaded onward. [ Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


The same. A Street, 


Cornets. Enter Conrotanus, Mx EN TUS, Cominivs, 
Titus LARrios, Senators, and Patricians. 


Cor. Tullus Aufidius then had made new head ? 
Lart, He had, my lord; and that it was, which 
caus'd | 
Our swifter composition. 
Cor. So then the Volces stand but as at first: 
Ready, when ing shall prompt them, to make 
roa 5 | 
Upon us again. 
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Com. They are worn, lord consul, so, 
That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 1 
Lart. On safe-guard he came to me; and did 
curse 
Against the Volces, for they had so vilely 
Yielded the town: he is retir'd to Antium, 

Cor. Spoke he of me? 

Lart. He did, my lord. 

Cor. How ? what? 

Lart. How often he had met you, sword to 

sword: Is 
That, of all things upon the earth, he bated 
Your person most: that he would pawn his for- 
f tunes 
To hopeleſs restitution, so he might 
Be call'd your vanquisher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he? 

Lart. At Antium. 

Cor. I wish 1 had a cause to seek him there, 
To oppose his hatred fully. — Welcome home. 


[To Lartius. 


Enter S1c1x1vs, and BnRurus. 


Behold! these are the tribunes of the people, 
The tongues o'the common mouth. I do despise 
them; . 
For they do prank them in authority, 
Against all noble sufferance. - 
Sic. Pals no further, 
Cor. Ha! what is that? 
Bru, It will be dangerous to go on: no further. 
Cor. What makes this change? 
Men. The matter ? | 
Com. Hath be not paſs'd the noble, and the 


common ? 
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Bru. Cominius, no. 
Cor. Have I had children's voices ? 
1. Sen, Tribunes, give way; he shall to the 
market-place. 
Bru. The people are incens'd against him. 
Sic. Stop, 
Or all will fall in broil. 
Cor. Are these your herd? — 
Must these have voices, that can yield them now, 
And straight disclaim their tongues ? — What are 
your offices ? 
You being their mouths, why rule you not their 
teeth ? 
Have you not set them on? 
Men. Be calm, be calm. 
Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 
To curb the will of the nobility: — 
Suffer't, and live with such as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be rul'd. 
Bru. Call't not a plot: 
The people cry, you mock'd them; ; and, of late, 
When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd; 
Scandal'd the suppliants for the people; call'd 
them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleneſs. 
Cor. Why, this was known before. 
Bru. Not to them all. 
Cor. Have you inform'd them since? 
Bru. How! I inform them! 
Cor. You are like to do such businels, 
Bru, Not unlike, 
Each way, to better vours. 
Cor. Why then should I be consul ? By yon 
clouds, 
Let me deserve 80 ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 
Sic. You 8hew too much of that, 
For which the people stir: If you will paſs 
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1 To where you are bound, you must enquire your 
if : way, - 
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit; 


* 
Or never be so noble as a consul, 
Nor yoke with h:m for tribune, 
Men. Let's be calm. * 
Com. The people are abus'd: — Set on. — This 1 
polt'ring 
oF Becomes not Rome; nor has Coriolanus , 
vt Deserv'd this so dishonour'd rub, laid falsly ] 
1 T the plain way of his merit. 
i Cor. Tell me of corn! ] 
| This was my speech, and I will speak't again;— ] 
= Men. Not now, not now. 
{1 1. Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now. 


Cor. Now, as I live, I will. — My nobler 
friends, 
IT crave their pardons: — 
For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them 
Regard me as I do not flatter, and 
Therein behold themselves: I say again, 
In soothing them, we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 
Which we ourselves have plough'd for, sow'd and 
8catter'd, 

By mingling them with us, the bonour'd number; 
| Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
| | Which they have given to beggars. 
We Men. Well, no more. | 
1 1. Sen. No more words, we beseech you, 
| Cor. How! no more? 
As for my country I have shed my blood, 
Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 
ll Coin words till their decay, against those meazels, 

1 Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 

The very way to catch them. 

| Bru. You speak o' the people, 

1 As if you were a god to punish, not 
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A man of their inſirmity. 
Sic. Twere well, 
We let the people know't. 
Men. What, what? his choler ? 
Cor. Choler! 
Were [ as patient as the midnight sleep, 
By Jove, 'twould be my mind. 
Sic. It is a mind, | 
That shall remain a poison where it is, 
Not poison any further. 
Cor. Shall remain! — 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark yon 
His absolute shall? a . 
Com. Twas from the canon. 
Cor. Shall! 
O good, but most unwise patricians, why, 
You grave, but reckleſs senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choose an officer, 
That with his peremptory shall, being but, 
The horn and noise o'the monsters, wants not 
Spirit | | 
To say, he'll turn your current in a ditch, 
And make your channel his? If he have power, 
Then vail your ignorance: if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity, If you are learned, 


Be not as common fools; if you are not, 


Let them have cushions by you. You are ple- 
beians, 

If they be senators: and they are no leſs, 

When, both your voices blended, the greatest 
taste 

Most palates theirs. They choose their magis- 
trate; 

And such a one as he, who puts his shall, 

His popular shall, against a graver bench 

Than ever frown'd in Greece! By Jove himself, 

It makes the consuls base: and my soul akes,: 

To know, when two authorities are up, 
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Neither supreme, how soon confusion 
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 
Com. Well, — on to the market-place. 
Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth 
The corn o'the storebouse gratis, as 'twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece, — 
Men. Well, well, no more of that. 
Cor, (Though. there the people had more abso- 
lute power.) 
I say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the. state. 
Bru. Why, shall the people give 
One, that speaks thus, their voice? 
Cor. I' give my reasons, 
More worthier than their voices. They know, 
the corn 
Was not our recompence; resting well assur'd 
They ne'er did service for't: Being preſs'd to the 
] war, 
Even when the navel of the state was touch'd, 


They would not thread the gates: this kind of 


service 
Did not deserve corn gratis: being i' the war, 
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they shew'd 
Most valour, spoke not for them: The accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate, 
All cause unborn, could never 4 the native 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then? 
How üsball this bosom multiplied digest 
The senate's courtesy? Let deeds expreſs 
What's like to be their words; — Ve did re 
uest it ; | 
Me are the greater poll, and in true ſear 
They gave us our demands: — Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares, fears: which will in time break 
ope 
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The locks o' the senate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles. — 4 1 
Men. Come, enough. | 
Bru, Enough, with over-measure. » 
Cor. No, take more: 
What may be sworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal! — This double worship,— 
Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without all reason; where gentry, title, 
wisdom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance, — it must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the while 
To unstable 1 purpose so barr'd, it fol- 
ows, 
Nothing is done to purpose: Therefore, beseech 
ou, — 
You that will be leſs fearful than discreet; 
That love the fundamental] part of state, 
More than you doubt the change of't; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wish 
To jump a body with a dangerous physick 
That's sure of death without it, — at once pluck 
out 
The multitndinous tongue, let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison: your dishonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bercaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it; 
Not havivg the power to do the good it would, 
For the ill which duth control it. 
Bru. He has said enough. 
Sic. He has spoken like a traitor, and shall an- 
8wer 
As traitors do. 
Cor. Thou wretch ! despight o'erwhelm thee! — 
What should the people do wiih these bald tri- 
bunes ? | 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
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To the greater bench: In a rebellion, 
When N not meet, but what must be, was 
aw, 
Then were they chosen; in a better hour, 
Let what is meet, be said, it must be meet, 
And throw their power i' the dust. 
Bru. Manifest treason. 
Sic. This a consul? no. 
Bru. 'The, aediles, ho! — Let him be appre- 
hended. 
Sic. Go, call the people; [Exit Buurvus.] in 
whose name, myself 
Attach thee, as a traitetous innovator, 
A foe to the publick weal: Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine answer. 
Cor. Hence, old goat! 
Sen. and Pat. We'll surety him. 
Com. Aged sir, hands off. 
Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I shall shake thy 
bones 
Out of thy garments. 
Sic. Help, ye citizens, 
Re-enter BBurus, wü the Aediles, and a rabble 
of Citizens. 


Men, On both sides more respect. 
Sic. Here's he, that would 
Take from you all your power. 
Bru.- Seize him, aediles, 
Cit. Down with him, down with him! 
[ Several speak, 
2. Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons! 
[They all bustle about Coriolanus, 
Tribunes, patricians, citizens! — what ho! — 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 
Cit. Peace, peace, peace; stay, hold, peace! 
Men, Whet is about to be? — I am out of 
breath; 
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Confusion's near; I cannot speak: — You, tri- 
bunes 

To the people, — Coriolanus, patience; — 

Speak, good Sicinius. 


Sic. Hear me, people; — Peace. 


Cit. Let's bear our tribune; — Peace. Speak, 


speak, speak. 
Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties: 
Marcius would have all from you; Marcius, 
Whom late you have nam'd for consul. 


Men. Fie, ſie, he! 
This 1s the way to kindle, not to 3 
1. Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is the city, but the people? 
Cit. True, 
The people are the city. T 


Bru. By the consent of all, we were eatablich' d 


The people's magistrates. 
Cit. You 80 remain. 


Men. And so are like to do. 

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat; 
To bring the roof to the foundation; 
And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges, 
In beaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic. This deserves death. 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority, 
Or let us lose it: — We do here pronounce, 
Upon the part o' the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 


Fic. Therefore, lay hold of him; 


Bear bim to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 


Into destruction cast bim. 

Bru. Aediles, seize him. 

Cit. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word, 
Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 
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Aedi. Peace, peace. 
Men. Be that you seem, truly your country's 
friend, | [x 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redreſs. 
Bru. Sit, those cold ways, 

That seem like prudent belps, are very poisonous 

Where the n is violent: — Lay bands upon 

him, | 

And bear him to the rock. | 
Cor. No; Ill die here. [drawing his s.. 

There's some among you have beheld me fight. 

226 174+ ing * 3 ＋ 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen 
me. 
Men. Down with that sword; — Tribunes, 
withdraw a while. 
Bru. Lay hands upon him. 
Men. Help Marcius! help, 

You that be noble; help him, young, and old! 

Cit. Down with him, down with him! 
[In this mutiny, the Fribunes, the Aediles, and 
the people, are beat in, . 
Men. Go, get you to your house; be gone, 
| away, 

All will be naught else. 

2. Sen. Get you gone. 

Cor. Stand fast; | 
We have as many friends as enemies. 

Men. Shall it be put to that? 

1. Sen. The gods forbid! 
I pr'ythee, noble friend, home to thy house; 
Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men. For 'tis a sore upon us, 

You cannot tent yourself: Be gone, *beseech you. 
Com. Come, sir, along with us. 1 
Cor. I would they were barbarians, (as they 

are ä 
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Though in Rome litter'd,) ppt Romans; (as they 


55 not, 
Though calv'd i' the 9 oY the U — 
Men. Begone; 
put not your worthy rage into your tongue; 
One time will owe another. | 
Cor. On fair ground, 3 
I could beat korty of them. 

Men. T could myself Jet e 

two tribunes. 

Com. But now tis odds beyond brithmerick] 
And manhood is call'd foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabrick. — Will you bence, 
Before the tag return? whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear 

What they are ns'd to bear. 
Men. Pray you, be gone: 
I'm try whether my old wit be in request 
With those that have but little; this must be 
4 patch'd 
With cloth of any colour. 
Com. Nay, come away. 
(Exeunt CorroLaxus, Commrvs, and Others. 
. Pat. This man bas marr'd his fortune. 
N Men. His nature is too noble for the world: 
He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 
Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart's 
7 his mouth: 
What his breast forges, that his tongue must 
5 vent; 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 


Here's goodly work! 

2. Pat. I would they were a- bed! 

Men. I would they were in Tiber! — What, 
the vengeance, FO 

Could he not speak them fair? | ö 


Take up a brace of the best of them; yea, the 


: He one the name of death. [4 noise within, 
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" SET EK = 
Re-enter Brotvs, and Sterxtus, with the rabble, 


Sic. Where is this viper, 
| That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself? 

Men. You worthy tribunes, — 

Sic. He $ball be thrown down the Tarpeian 

rock AW; 

With rigorous bands; he hath resisted law, 
And therefore law shall scorn bim further trial 
Than the severity of the publick power, 
Which he so sets at nought. 

1. Cit He shall we know, 8 
The noble: tribunes are the people's muoths, 
And we their bands, i 

Cit. He shall, sure on't. [Several speak together, 


Men. Sir, — 
Sic. Peace. | 
Men. Do not cry, havock, where you should 
12 2 | but hunt 
With modest warrant. 
Sic. Sir, how comes it, that you 
Have holp to make this rescue ? 
Men. Hear me speak: — 
As I do know the consul's worthinels, 
So can I name his faults; — 
Sic. Consul! — what consul? 
Men. The congul Coriolanus. 
Bru. He consul! 
_ Cit. No, no, no, no, no. 
Men. If, by the tribunes' leave, and yours, 
ood people, 
I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two; 
The which sball turn you to no further harm, 
Than so much loſs of time. 
Sic. Speak briefly then; 
For we are peremptory, to dispatch 
This viperous traitor; to eject bim bence, 
: Were 


Should now eat up ber own! 


Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy. 1 
| What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death? | | 
| Killing our enemies? The blood he hath lost, 11 
> (Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath, | vos 
By many an ounce,) he dropp'd it for his coun» 9 | 

| 

| 


And, what is left, to lose it by his country, 


b 
| Were to us all, that do't, and suffer it, | | 
A brand to the end o' the world. | 1 


It bonour'd him. 


E Being once gangren'd, is not then respected 
For what before it was; — 7 


| Lest bis infection, being of catching nature, 
Spread further. 


| This tyger-footed rage, when it shall find 
| The harm of unscann'd swiftnelſs, will, too late, 
Lie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by pro- 


Lest parties (as he is beloy'd) break out, 
And sack great Rome with Romans, 


CORIOLANUS, 


Were but one danger; and, to keep him here, 
Our certain death; therefore, it is decreed, 
He dies to-night. 

Men. Now the good gods forbid, 
That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved children is enroll'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 


73 


Sic, He's a disease, that must be cut away, 
Men. O, be's a limb, that has but a disease; 


try: 


Sic. This is clean kam. 


| 
| 
Bru. Merely awry: When he did love his 1 
country, | 1 
| 
| 


Men. The service of the foot 


Bru. We'll bear no more: — | 4 
Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence; | 


» | 
Men. One word more, one word. | 


cels; 


Bru. If it were 80, — 


Vol. Y, Oo 
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Sic. What do ye talk? D 
Have ye not had a taste of his obedience? 0 
Our aediles smote? oursclves resisted ?— Come T 

Men. Consider this; — He has been bred i B 

the wars B 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill schoobd 
In boulted language; mea! and bran together 
He throws without distinction Give me leave, 
I' go to bim, and undertake to bring him | 
here be shall answer, by a lawful form, | TD 
(In peace) to his vtmost peril, = 

1. Sen, Noble tribunes, = 
Tt is the humane way: the other course 1 
Will prove too bloody; and the end of it | * 
Unknown tothe beginning. | E mT 

Sic. Noble Menenius, | 
Be you then as the people's officer : wv 
Masters, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home. | Þ 

Sic. Meet on the maiket-place: — We'll atteul | 11 

you there: 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 1 
In our first way. B. 
Men. I'll bring him to you: — g 5 
Let me desire your company. * the Senators, 
He must, come, A 
Or what is worst will follow. * wv 
I. Sen. Pray you, let's to him, | [Exeunt, 11 


SCENE II. 


A Room in Coriolanus's House. 
Enter CortoLAanus and Patricians. 


Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears; pre 
sent me 


— 1 s - 28 . - 4 * , 
7 >» tb pF: * - 3 1 V, 
rc n 


CORIOLANUS, 75 


Death on the wheel, or at wild horses' heels; 
Or pile ten bills on the Tarpeian rock, 

That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 

Be thus to them. 


Enter VoluMu NIA. 


1. Pat. You do the nobler. 
Cor. I muse, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats; to shew bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, aud wonder 
When one but of my ordinance stood u 
To speak of peace, or war. I taik of you; 


[To Vol. 
Why did you wish me milder? Would you have 


me 
False to my nature? Rather say, I play 
Tbe man I am. 
Vol. O, sir, sir, sir, 
I would have bad you put your power well on, 
Before you bad worn it out. 
Cor. Let go. | 
Vol. You might have been enough the man you 
are, 
With striving leſs to be so: Lesser had been 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if 
You had not shew'd them how you were dis- 
pos'd 
Ere they lack'd power to croſs you. 
Cor, Let them hang. 
Vol. Ay, and burn too. 


Enter Mzexzexius, and Senators. 


Men, Come, come, you have been to rough, 
something too rough; 
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You must return, and mend it. 

1. Sen. There's no remedy; 

Unlels, by. not so doing, our good city 

Cleave in the midst, aud perish, 

Vol. Pray, be counsel'd; 

I have a heart as little apt as yours, 

But yet a brain, that leads my use of auger, 

To better vantage. 

Men. Well said, noble woman: 
Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o' the time craves it as physick 
For the whole state, I would put mine armour 

on, 

Which I can scarcely bear. 
Cor. What must I do? 
Men. Return to the tribunes. YT 
Cor. Well, what then? what then 
Men. Repent what you have spoke. 


Cor. For them? — I cannot do it to the gods; 
Must I then do't to them? 


Vol. You are too absolute; 
. Though therein you can never be too noble, 
But when extremities speak. I have heard you 
n day, | 
Honour and policy, like unsever'd friends, 
T the war do grow together; Grant that, and te!) 
1 
In peace, what each of them by th' other lose, 
That they combine not there? 
Cor. Tush, tush! 
Men. A good demand. 5 
Vol. If it be honour, in your wars, to seem 
The same you ate not, (which, for your best 
ends, 
You adopt your policy,) how is it leſs, or worse, 
That it shall hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war; since that to both 
It stands in like request? 
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Cor. Why force you this? 

Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people; not by your own instruction, 
Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you, 
But with such words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bosom's truth. 

Now, this no more dishonours you at all, 

Tban to take in a town with gentle words, 

Which else would put you to your fortune, and 

'The hazard of much blood. — 

I would dissemble with my nature, where 

My fortunes, and my friends, at stake, requir'd, 

] should do so in honour; I am in this, 

Your wife, your son, these senators, the nobles; 

And you will rather sbew our general lbwts 

How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon 
them, | 


For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 


Of what that want might ruin. 
Men Noble lady! — 
Come, go with us; speak fair: you may salve 80, 
Not what is dangerous present, but the loſs 
Of what is past. 
Vol. I pr ythee now, my son, 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand; 
And thus far having stretch'd it, (here be with 
them,) | 
Thy knee bussing the stones, for in such busineſs 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears,) waving thy head, 
Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 
Now humble, as the ripest mulberry, 
That will ”_ hold the handling: Or, say to 
| them, 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred in broils, 
Hast not the soft way, which, thou dost confe's, 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim, | 
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In asking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power, and person. 
Men. This but done, A 
Even as she speaks, why, their hearts were 
ours : 
For they have pardons, being ask'd, as free 
As words to little purpose. 
Vol. Pr'ythee now, | 
Go, and be rul'd: although, I know, thou hadst 
rather 
Follow thine enemy in a firy gulf, 
Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Cominius. 


Enter Comrnaivs. 


Com, I have been i' the market-place: and, sir, 
*tis fit 
Yon make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmneſs, or by absence; all's in anger. 
Men. Only fair speech. 
Com, I] think, will serve, if he 
Can thereto frame his spirit, 
Vol. He must, and will: — | 
Pr'ythee, now, say, you will, and go about it. 
Cor. Must I go shew them my unbarb'd sconce? 
ust J 
With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it must bear? Well, I will do't: 
Vet were there but this single plot to lose, 
This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind 
| it, | 
And throw it against the wind. — To the market- 
place: — 
You have put me now to such a part, which 
never 


Isball discharge to the life. 
Com, Come, come, we'll prompt you, 
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Vol. I prong now, sweet son; as thou hast 
said, | 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so, 
To have wy praise for this, perform a part 
Thou hast not done before. 
Cor. Well, I must do't: 
Away, my disposition, and posseſs me 
Some harlot's spirit! My throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies Julls asleep! The smiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks; and school-boys' tears take 
up 
The glasses of my sight! A beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips; and my arm'd 
knees, 
Who bow'd but in my stirrop, bend like his 
That bath receiv'd an alms! — TIT will not do't: 
Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth, 
And, by my body's action, teach my mind 
A most inherent ba-enelſs. 
"ol. At thy choice then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous stoutneſs; for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 
Thy valiantneſs was mine, thou suck'dst it from 
me z 
Put owe thy pride thyself. 
Cor. Pray, be content; 
Mother, I am going to the market-place; 
Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home be- 
lov'd 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my wife. III return consul; 
Or never trust to what my tongue can do 


go CORIOLANUS. 
T the way of flattery, further. 


Vol. Do your will. [Exit, 
Com. Away, the tribunes do attend you: arm 
yourself 7 


To answer mildly; for they are prepar'd 
With accusations, as T bear, more strong 
Than are upon you yet. 
Cor. The word is, mildly: — Pray you, let 
us go: 
Let them accuse me by invention, L 
Will answer in mine honour, 
Men, Ay, but mildly. 
Cor. Well, mildly be it then; mildly. [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


The same. The Forum. 
Enter S1tcinius, and BRUTUS. 


Bru, In this point charge him home, that he 
| affects 
Tyrannical power: If he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his eavy to the people; 
And that the spoil, got on the Antiates, 
Was ne'er distributed. — 


Enter an Aedile. 


What, will he come? 

Aed. He's coming. 

Bru. How accompanied ? 

Aed. With old Menenius, and those senators 
That always favour'd bim. Ser 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that * procur'd, 
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Set down by the poll? 
Aed. I have: 'tis ready. 
Sic. Have you collected them by tribes ? 
Aed. I have. 
Sic. Assemble presently the people bither: 
And when they bear me say, It shall be 50 
i' the right and strength o' the commons, be it 
either 5 
For death, for fine, or banishment, then let them, 
Tf I say, fine, cry fine; if death, cry death; 
Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power i the truth o' the cause. 
Hed. J 8ball inform them. 
Bru. And when such time they have begun to 
cty, a 
Let them not cease, but with a din confus'd 
Inforce the present execution 


Of what we chance to sentence. 
Aed. Very wel). 


Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for this 


hint, 
When we $sball hap to give't them. 
Bru. Go about it. — [Exit Aedile. 


Put him to choler straight: He hath been us'd 

Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 

Of contradiction: Being once chaf'd, he cannot 

Be rein'd again to temperance; then he speaks 

What's in his heart; and that is there, which 
looks 

With us to break his neck. 


Enter ContoLanus, Mexentvs, Comixivs, Sena- 
tors, and Patricians. 


Sic. Well, here be comes. 
Men, Calmly, I do beseech you. 


Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest 
piece | 
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Will -bear the knave by the volume. — The 
honour'd gods 
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supply'd with worthy men! plant love among 
us! 

Throng our large temples with the shews of 
0 peace, 
And not ovr streets with war! 

1. Sen. Amen, amen! 

Men, A noble wish. 


Re-enter Aedile, with Citizens, 


Sic. Draw near,. ye people. 
Aed. List to your tribunes; audience: Peace, 
| I say. 
Cor. First, hear me speak. 
Both Tri. Well, say. — Peace, ho. 
Cor. Shall I be charg'd no further than this 
resent ? ; 
Must all determine here? 
Sic. I do demand, e 
If you submit you to the people's voices, 
Allow their officers, and are content 
To suffer lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be prov'd upon you? 
Cor. Jam content. 

Men. Lo, citizens, he says, he is content: 
The warlike service he has done, consider; 
Think upon the wonnds his body bears, 

Which sbeu like graves i' the holy church-yard. 
Cor. Scratches with briars, scars to move 

lavghter only. 

Men, Consider further, 

That when he speaks not like a citizen. 

You find him like a soldier: Do not take 

His rougher accents for malicious sounds, 

But, as { :ay, such as become a soldier, 
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Rather than envy you. 
Com. Well, well, no more. 
Cor. What is the matter, 
That being past for consul with full voice, 
Jam so dishonour'd, that the very hour 
Yon take it off again? 
Sic, Answer to us. 
Cor. Say then: 'tis true, I ought 80. 
Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd 
to take | 
From Rome all season'd office, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical; 
For which, you are a traitor to the people. 
Cor. How! Traitor? 
Men. Nay; temperately: Your promise. 
Cor. The fires i' the lowest hell fold in the 
people! 5 
Call me their traitor! — Thou injurious tribune! 
Within the eyes sat twenty thousand deaths, 
Tn thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say, 
Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as free 
As I do pray®the gods. | 
Sic, Mark you this, people? 
Cit. To the rock, to the rock with him! 
Sic. Peace. | 
We need not put new matter to his charge: 
What you have seen him do, aud heard him 
speak, 
Beating your ofhcers, cursing yourselves, 
Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
Those whose * power must try him; even 
this, 
So criminal, and in such capital kind, 
Deserves the extremest death. 
Bru. But since he hath 
Serv'd well for Rome, — 
Cor. What do you prate of service? 
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Bru. T talk of that, that know it. 
Cor. You? 
Men. Is this the promise that you made your 
| mothe! 7 
Com. Know, I pray you, — 
Cor. l' know no further: 
Let them prouounce the steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying; Pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word; 
Nor check my courage for what they can give, 
To have't with saying, Good morrow. 
Sic. For that be bas 
(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envy'd against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power; as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the pre. 
sence 
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do distribute it; In the name o' the people, 
And in the power of us the tribunes, we, 
Even from this instant, banish him our city; 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome gates: T the people's name, 
I say, it shall be so. 
Cit. It sball be 80, it sball be so; let him 
away : ; 
He's banish'd, and it shall be 80. 
Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common 
friends; — 
Sic. He's sentenc'd: no more hearing, 
Com. Let me speek: : 
I have been consul and can shew from Rome, 
Her enemies' marks upon me. I do love 
My country's good, with a respect more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear wife's estimate, her womb's increase, 
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And treasure of my loins: then if I would 
Speak that — 


Sic. We know your drift: Speak what? 


Bru. There's no more to be said, but be is 
bani+Þh'd, | 
As enemy to the people, and his country : 
It shall be so. 


Cit. It shall be 80, it shall be so. 


Cor. You _—_— cry of curs! whose breath 1 
ate 
As reek o' the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you; 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts! 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
Fan you into despair! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders; till at length, 
Your ignorance, (which finds not, till it feels,) 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 
(Still your own foes,) deliver you, as most 
Abated captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows! Despising, 
For you, the city, thus | turn my back: 
There is a world elsewhere. 
[Exeunt ConmoLanus, Couizzus, Maxixive, 
Senators, and Patricians. 


Acd. The people's enemy is gone, is gone! 
Cic. Our enemy is banisb'd! he is gone! Hoo! 
hoo! 

[The people shout, and throw up their caps. 


Sic. Go, see him out at gates, and follow him, 
As he hath follow'd you, with all despight; 
Give him deserv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 
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Cit. Come, come, let us see him out at gates; 
come: — - 

The gods preserve our noble tribunes! — Come, 

[Exeunt, 


"ACT IV. SCENE: TI; 


The same. Before a Gate of the City. 


Enter Coxrotanus, VoLumNiA, Viroitia, Mengxivs, 
Cominivus, and Several young Patricians. 


Cor. Come, leave your tears; a brief farewel; 
— the beast | 
With many heads butts me away. —'Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient courage? you were us'd 
To say, extremities were the trier of spirits; 
That common chances common men could bear; 
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Shew'd mastersbip in floating: fortune's blows, 
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, 
craves 
A noble cunning: you were us'd to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 
Vir. O heavens! O heavens! 
Cor, Nay, I pr'ythee, woman, — 
Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades in 
Rome, 
And occupations perish ! 
Cor. What, what, what! 
J shall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say, 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 
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Six of his labours you'd have done, and sav'd 
Your husband so much sweat. — Comiaius, 
Droop not; adieu: — Farewel, my wife! my 
mother! 


I'll do well yet. — Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are salter than a younger man's, 
And venomous to thine eyes. — My $sometime 
general 
T have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld 
Heart-hard'ning spectacles; tell these sad women, 
"Tis fond to wail inevitable strokes, 
As 'tis to laugh _ them. — My mother, you wot 
well, | 
My hazards still bave been your solace: and © 
Beliceve't not lightly, (though I go alone, 
like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than seen) your 
son 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice, 
Vol. Nly hrst son, 
Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while: Determine on some course, 
More than a wild exposture to each chance 
That starts i' the way before thee. 
Cor. O the gods! 
Com. T'll 2 thee a month, devise with 
tnee | 
Where thou shalt rest, that thou may'st hear of 
us, | 
And we of thee; 80, if the time thrust forth 
A cause ſor thy repeal, we shall not send 
O'er the vast world, to seek a single man; 
And lose advantage, which doth eyer cool 
I the absence of the needer. 
Cor. Faie ye well: — | 
Thou bast yea:s upon thee; and thou art too ful 
Of the war's surfeits, to go rove with one 
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That's yet unbruis'd: bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my sweet wife, my dcarest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch, when I am forth, 
Bid me farewel, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly, 

Men. That's worthily 
As any ear can hear. — Come, let's not weep. --. 
If I could sbake off but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
Td with thee every foot. 

Cor. Give me thy hand: — 


Come. [Exerun!, 
SCENE II. 
The same. A Street near the Gate. 


Enter Sxtcinius, BavuTUS, and an Acdile. 


Sic. Bid tbem all home; he's gone, and we'll 
no further. — 
The nobility are vex'd, who, we see, have sided 
In bis behalf. | | 
Bru. Now we have shewn our power, 
Let us seem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 
Sie. Bid them home: 
Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 
Bru. Dismils them home. [Exit Aedile. 


Enter VoLumnra, VII OIL IA, and MExENIVs. 


Here comes his mother. 


Sic. Let's not meet her. 
Brun. Why? 


Sic. 
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Sic. They say, she's mad. 
Bru, They have ta'en note of us: 
Keep on your Way. 
Val. O, you're well met: The hoarded plague 
o'the gods N 
Requite your love! 
Men. Pearce, peace; be not so loud. 
Vol. If that I could for weeping, you should 


hear — 
Nay, and you shall hear some. — Will you be 
gone 7 [to Brutus. 


Vir. You shall stay too: [to Sicin.] I would, 
I had the power 
To say $0 to my husband. 
Sic. Are you mankind? 
Vol. Ay, fool; Is that a shame? — Note but 
this fool. — 
Was not a man my father? Hadst thou foxship 
To bani-h him that struck more blows for Rome, 
Than thou hast spoken words? | 
Sic. O blessed heavens! 
Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wise 
words: 
And for Romc's good. — T1I tell thee what; — 
Yet go: — 


Navy, but thon shalt stay too: — I would my son 


Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good sword in his hand. 

Sic. What then? 

Vir. What then ? 


He'd make an end of thy posterity. 
Vol. Bastards, and all. — 


- 
* 


> Good man, the wounds that he does bear for 


Rome! 
Men. Come, come, peace. 


Sic. I would be had continu'd to his country, 


As he began; and not unknit himself 


be noble knot he made. 


Vol. V. Pp 
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Bru. I would be had. 
Vol. T would he had? "Twas you incens'd the 
rabble: 

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As | can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not bave earth to know. | 

Bru, Pray, let us go. ; 

Fol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone: 
You have done a brave deed. Exe you go, hear 
| this: 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meanest house in Rome; so far, my on, 
(This lady's husband here, this, do you see,) 
Whom you have banish'd, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 

Sic. Why stay we to be baited 
With one that wants her wits ? 

Vol. Take my prayers with you. — 
I would the gods had nothing else to do, 

[ Exeunt Tribunes, 


But to confirm my curses! Could I meet them 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
OF what lies heavy to't. 
Men. Yon have told them home, 
And, by my troth, you have cause. You'll sup 
with me? 
Vol. Anger's my meat; I sup upon myself, 
And so shall starve with feeding. — Come, let's 
Oo; 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 


Men. Fie, fie, lie! [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 


A Highuay between Rome and Antium. 


Enter a Roman, and a Volce, meeting. 


Rom. I know you well, sir, and you know me: 
your name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol. It is so, sir: truly, I have forgot you, 

Rom. I am a Roman; and my services are, as 


you are, against them; Know you me yet? 

Vol. Nicanor? No. 

Rom. The same, sir. 

Vol. You bad more beard, when T last saw you; 
but your favour is well appear'd by your tongue. 
What's the news in Rome? 1 have a note from 
the Volcian state, to find you out there; You have 
well saved me a day's journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome strange insur- 
rection : the people against the senators, patricians, 
and nobles. 

Fol. Hath been! Is it ended then? Our state 
thinks not so; they are in a most warlike prena- 
ration, and hope to come upon them in the heat 
of their division. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is past, but a small 
thing would make it flame again. For the nobles 
receive so to heart the banishment of that worthy 
Coriolanus, that they are in a ripe aptnels, to take 
all power from the people, and to pluck from them 
their tribunes for ever, This lies glowing, I can 
tell you, aud 1s almost mature for the violent 
breaking out. 

Vol. Cortolanus banish'd ? Y 

Rom. Banish'd, sir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelli- 
gence, Nicanor. 
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Rom. The day serves well for them now. 1 
have heard it said, The littest time to corrupt a 
man's wife, is when she's fallen out with her tus. 


band. Your noble Tullus Aulidius will appear 


well in these wars, his great opposer Coriolanus 
being now in no request of his country. 

Vol. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate, 
thus accidentally to encounter you; You have 
ended my businels, and 1 will merrily accompauy 
you home. | | | 

Rom. I sball, between this and supper, tell you 
most strange things from Rome; all tending to 
the good of their adversaries. Have you an army 
ready, say you? 

Vol. A most royal one: the centurions, and 
their charges, distinctly billeted, already in the 
entertainment, and to be on foot at an hour's 
warning. 

Rom. J am joyful to hear of their readineſs, and 
am the man, I think, that shall set them in pre- 
sent action. So, sir, heartily well met, and most 
glad of your company. 

ol. You take my part from me, sir; I have 
the most cause to be glad of yours, 

Rom. Well, let us go together. LExeunt. 


N IT, 


Antium. Before Aufidius's House. 


Enter Coxlox AN us, in mean apparel, disguis'd, and 


muffled. 


Cor. A goodly city is this Antium: City, 
"Vis I that made thy widows; many au heir 
Of these fair edifices fore my wars 
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Have I heard groan, and drop: then know me 
not; 

Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with 
stones, 


Enter a Citizen. 


In puny battle slay me. — Save you, sir. 
| Cit. Aud you. 
[ Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, 
Where great Aufidius lies: Is he in Antium? 
Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state, 
At bis bouse this night. 
Cor. Which is his house, beseech you? 
1 Cit. This, here, before you. 
| Cor. Thank you, sir; farewel. [Exit Citizen. 
O, world, thy slippery turns! Friends now fast 
| S8 Worn, 5 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and ex- 
ercise, ; 
Are still together, who twin, as *twere, in love 
 Unseparable, shall within this hour, 
On a dissention of a doit, break out, 
To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes, 
Whose passions and whose plots have broke 
their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear 
Friends, 
And interjoin their issues. So with me: — 
My birth-place hate I, and my love's upon 
This enemy town. — III enter: if he slay me, 
He does fair justice; if he pive me way, 
III do his country service. (Exit. 
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SCENE V. 


The same. A Hall in Aufidius's House. 


Musick within. Enter a Servant. 


1. Serv, Wine, wine, wine! What service is 
| here! I think our fellows are asleep. [Ent. 


Enter another Servant. 


2. Serv. Where's Cotus? my master calls for 
bim, Cotus! [Exit, 


Enter Corrtortanus. 


Cor. A goodly house! The feast smells well: 
but 1 
Appear not like a puest. 


Re- enter the Frst Servant. 


1. Serv. What would you have, friend! 
Whence are you? Here's no place for you: Pray, 
o to the door. 
Cor. I have deserv'd no better entertainment, 
In being Coriolanus. 


Re-enter Second Servant. 


2. Serv. Whence are you, sir? Has the porter 
his eves in his head, that he gives entrance to 
| such companions? Pray, get you out. 

(i Cor. Away! 
| | g. Serv. Away? Get you away. 
Fi Cor. Now thou art troublesome. 

1 2. Serv. Are you 80 brave? Il have you talk d 

F! with anon. 
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Enter a third Servant. The first meets him. 


3. Serv, What fellow's this? 

1. Serv. A strange one as cyer I look'd on: 1 
cannot get him out o'the house; Pr'ythee, call my 
master to him. 

3. Serv. What have you to do here, fellow? 
Pray you, avoid the house. 

Cor. Let me but stand; I will not hurt your 

hearth. 

5. Serv. What are you? 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3. Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so I am. 

3. Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, tak» up 
some other station: here's no place for you; pray 
you, avoid; come. | 

Cor. Follow your function, go, 

Aud batten on cold bits. [pushes him away. 


3. Serv, What, will you not? Pr'ythee, tell my 
master what a strange guest be has here. 

2. Serv. And I sball. [Ext 

3. Serv. Where dwell'st thou? 

Cor. Under the canopy. 

3. Serv. Under the canopy? 

Cor. Ay. 

3. Serv. Where's that? 

Cor. V the city ot kites and crows. 

3 Serv. I the city of kites and crows? — What 
an als it is! — Then thou dwellst with daws 
too ? 

Cor. No, I serve not thy master. 

3. Serv. How, sir! Do you meddle with my 
mazter ? | 

Cor. Ay; 'tis an honester service, than to med- 
dle with thy mistrels: 

Thou prat'st, and prat'st; serve with thy trencher, 
_ hence! [beats hum QWay. 
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Enter 'AuriDivs, and the sccond Servant. 


Auf. Where is this fellow ? W 
2. Serv, Here, sir; I'd have beaten him like a mW: 
dog, but for disturbing the lords within. NM 
Auf. Whence comest thou? what wouldest 1 
thou? hy name? L 

Why speak'st not? Speak, man: What's thy Ti 
name ? of 

Cor. If, Tullus, [unmuffling, A 
Not yet thou know'st me, and seeing me, dost * 
not 0 


Think me for the man T am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 
Auf. What is thy name? [Servants retire, 
Cor. A name unmnsical to the Volcians' ears, 
1 And harsh in Found to thine. 
; Auf. Say, what's thy name? 
Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou $shew'st a noble vessel: What's thy name? 
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown; Know's 
| 


thou me vet? 
Auf. T know thee not: — Thy name? 
| Cor. My name is Gaius Marcius, who hath 
| done 


| To thee particularly, and to all the Volces, 
| 
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Great hurt and mischief, thereto wituels may 
Mi sarname, Coriolanus: The painful service, 
The extieme dar gers, and the drops of blood 
Shel for my thanklels country, are requited 
By: with that swmirame; a good memory, _ BY 
| And witnels of the malice and displeasure 


0 


Which thou should'st beer me: only that name 
remains; = 

The cruelty and envy of ihe people, 

Pe: mitied by our dastard nobles, who 

Have all forsook me, hath devour'd the rest; 
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And suffer'd me by the voice of slaves to be 

Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity 

Hath brought me to thy hearth; Not out of hope, 

Mistake me not, to save my life; for if 

I bad fear'd death, of all the men i' the world 

I would have *voided thee: but in mere spite, 

To be full quit of those my banishers, 

Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast 

A beart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 

Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those 
mains 

Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee 
straight, | 

And make my misery serve thy turn; so use it, 

That my revengeful services may prove 

As benefits to thee; for I will fight 

Against my canker'd country with the spleen 

Of all the under fiends. But if so be 

Thou dar'st not this, and that to prove more for- 
tunes 

Thou art tir'd, then, in a word, I also am 

Longer to live most weary, and present 

My throat to the, and to thy ancient malice: 

Which not to cat, would shew thee but a fool; 

Since I bave ever follow'd thee with hate, 


D:awn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast, 


And cannot live but to thy shame, unleſs 
It be to do thee service. 
Auf. O Marcius, Marcius, 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from 
my beart 

A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 

Should from yon cloud speak divine things, and 
say, 

*Tis true; I'd 4h believe them more than thee, 

All noble Marcius. — Let me twine 

Mine arms about that body, where against 

My grained asb an hundred times bath broke, 
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And scarr'd the moon with splinters! Here I clip 

The anvil of my sword; and do contest 

As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious strength I did 

Conrend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

J lov'd the maid I marry'd; never man 

Sigh'd trier breath; but that I see thee here, 

Thou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart, 

Than when I first my wedded mistrels saw 

Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars! I tel] 
thee, 

We have a power on foot; and I bad purpose 

Once more to hew thy target from thy Irawn, 

Or lose mine arm for't; Thou hast beat me out 

Twel.e seveial times, and | have nightly since 

Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me; 

We have been down together in my sleep, 

U«ubuckling helms, fisting each other's throat, 

And wak'd half dead with nothing. Wortby 
Marcius, 

Had we no other quarrel else to Rome, but that 

Thou art thence banish'd, we would muster all 

From twelve to seventy; and, pouring war 

Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Like a bold flood o'er-beat. O, come, go in, 

And take our friendly senators by the hands; 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 

Who am prepar'd against your territories, 

Though not for Rome itself. 

Cor. You bleſs me, Gods ! 
Auf. Therefore, mo>t absolute sir, if thou wilt 

have 

The leading of thine own revenges, take 

The one half of my commission; and set down.— 

As best thou art experienc'd, since thou know'st 

Thy country's strength aud weakneſs, —- thine 
own wars: 

Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 
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Or rudely visit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, ere destioy. But come in: 

Let me commend thee first to those, that shall 

Say, yea, to thy desires. A thousand welcomes! 

And more a friend than e'er an enemy; 

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand! Most 
welcome! | 
[Exeunt Corrorantms, and AvriDIUS. 

1. Serv. ladvancing. ] Here's a strange alteration ! 

2. Serv. By my hand, I had thought to hare 
strucken him with a cudgel; and yet my mind 
gave me, his clothes made a false report of him. 

1. Serv. What an am he has! He turn'd me 
about with bis finger and bis thumb, as one would 
set up a top. 

2. Serv. Nay, I knew by bis face that there was 
something in bim: He bad, sir, a kind of face, 
methought, — I cannot tell how to term it. 

1. Serv. He had so; looking, as it were, — 
"Would I were hang'd, but I thought there was 
more in him than I could think. 


2. Serv. So did I, I'll be sworn: He is simply 
the rarest man i' the world. y 


I. Serv. IT think, he is; but a greater soldier 
than he, you wot one. . 
2. Serv. Who? my master? 


1. Serv. Nay, it's no matter for that. 
2. Serv. Worth six of him. | 


1. Serv. Nay, not 80 neither; but I take him 
to be the greater soldier. 

2. Serv. *Faith, look yon, one cannot tell how 
to say that: for the defence of a town, our gene- 
ral is excellent. 


1. Serv. Ay, and for an assault too. 


99 


Ke-enter third Servant. 


3. Serv. O, slaves, I can tell you news; news, 
you rascals, 
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I. 2. Serv, What, what, what? lets partake. 


5. Serv. I would not be a Roman, of all na. 
tions; I had as lieve be a condemn'd man. 


1. 2. Serv. Wherefore? whcrefore? 


3. Serv. Why, herc's he that was wont to 
thwack our general, Cains Marcivs, 


I. Serv, Why do you say, thwack our general? 


3. Serv. I do not say, thwack our general; bu: 
he was always good enough for him. 


2. Serv. Come, we are fellows, and friends: be 
was ever too hard for him; I have heard him 
say 80 uimself. 

1. Serv, He was too hard for him directly, to 
say the truth on't: before Corioli, he scotch'd him 
and notch'd him like a caiLonado. 


2. Serv. An be had been canibally given, le 
might have broiPd and eaten him too. 
I. Serv. But, more of thy news? 


3. Serv. Why, be is so made on here within, 
as if he were son and heir to Mars: set at upper 
end o' the table: no question ask'd him by any 
of the senators, but they stand bald before him: 
Our general himself makes a mistreſs of him; 
sanctities bimself with's band, and turns up the 
white o'the eye to his discourse. But the bottom 
of the news is, our general is cut i' the middle, 
and but one half of what he was yesterday: for 
the other has half, by the entreaty and grant of 
the whole table. He'll go, he says, and sowle 
the porter of Rome gates by the ears: He will 
maw down all before him, and leave bis passage 

oil'p. 

. 2. 3 And be's as like to do't, as any man 
I can imagine. 


3. Serv. Do't? he will do't: For, look you, 
sir, he has as many friends as enemies: which 
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friends, sir, (as it were,) durst not (ook you, 
sir,) shew themselves (as we term it) his friends, 
whilst he's in directitudes | 

1. Serv. Directitude! What's that? 


3. Serv. But when they shall see, sir, bis crest 
vp again, and the man in blood, they will out of 


their burrows, like conies after rain, and revel all 
with him. 


1. Serv. But when goes this forward? 


3. Serv, To-morrow; to-day; presently. You 
shall have the drum struck up this afternoon: *tis, 
as it were, a parcel of their feast, aud to be exe- 
cuted ere they wipe their lips. 

:. Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirrin 
world again. This peace is nothing, but to rusc 
iron, increase tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 


1. Serv. Let me have war, say I; it exceeds 


peace, as far 8s day does night; it's sprightly, 
waking, audible, and full of vent. Peace is a 
very apoplexy, lethargy; | mull'd, deaf, sleepy, 
insensible; a getter of more bastard child 


ren, 
than wars a destroyer of men. Fu 


2. Serv. Tis so: and as wars, in some sort, 
may be said to be a ravisher; so it cannot be 
denied, but peace is a great maker of cuckolds. 


I. Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one an- 
other. 


5. Serv. Reason; because they then leſs need 
one another. The wars, for my money. I hope 
io see Romans as cheap as Volcians, — They are 
rising, they are rising. | | 


All. In, in, in, in. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. 


Rome. A publick Place. 


Enter Sicinius and BavuTUs. 


Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear 

him ; 

His remedies are tame i' the present peace 

And quietneſs o' the people, which before 

Were in wild hurry, Here do we make his 
friends , 

Blusb, that the world goes well; who ratber had, 

Though they themselves did suffer by't, behold 

Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see 

Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going 

About their functions friendly. 


Enter MxNRNTUsS. 


Bru. We stood to't in good time. Is this Me- 
. nenius? | | 
Sic. Tis be, tis he: O, he is grown most kind 
Of late. — Hail, sir! 
Men. Hail to you both! | 
Sic. Your Coriolanns, sir, is not much miſs'd, 
But with his friends; the common- wealth doth 
| Stand — 
And so would do, where he more angry at it. 
Men. All's well; and might have been much 
better, if a 
He could have temporiz'd. 
Sic. Where is he, hear you? 
Men. Nay, I hear nothing; bis mother aud his 
wife 
Hear nothing from him. 
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Enter three or four Citizens. 


Cit. The gods preserve you both! 
Sic. Good-e'en, our neighbours, 
Bru. * to you all, good-c'en to you 
all. 
1. Cit, Ourselves, our wives, and children, on 
our knces, 13209, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 
Sic. Live, and thrive! 
Bru, Varewel, kind neighbours: We wish'd 
Cortvlanus 
Had lov'd you as we did. 
Cit. Now the gods keep you! 
Both Tri. Farewel, farewel. [Exeunt Citizens. 


Ste, This is a happier and more comely time, 


Than when these fellows ran about the streets, 
Creing, Confusion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 
A worthy oſhcer i' the war; but insolent, 
V'eicome with pride, ambitious pas! al! thinking, 
Selk-loving, — ks 

Sie. And affecting one sole throne, 

Without assistance. 
Men. I think not so. 
Sic. We had by this, to all our la mentation, 
If he had gone forth consu), found eit o. 
Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and 
Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 


— 


Euter Aedile. , 


Aed. Worthy tribunes, 
There is a slave, whom we have put in prison, 
Reports, — the Volces with two several powers 
Are enter'd in the Roman territones ; 
And with the deepest malice of the war 
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Destroy what lies before them. 
Men. Tis Aufidius, 
Who, hearing of our Marcius' banishment, 


Thrusts forth his horns again into the world; Jo! 
Which were in-shell'd, when Marcius stood for A 
Rome, i 
And durst not once peep out. 1 
Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius ? 
Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp'd. — It can 
not be, 
The Volces dare break with us. Ge 
Men. Cannot be! 
We have record, that very well it can; 
And three examples. of the like have been 1H 
Within my age. But reazon with the fellow. ＋I 
Before you punish him, where he heard this; 
Lest you shall chance to whip your information, 
And beat the messenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 
Sic. Tell not me: a 
I know, this cannot be, A, 
Bru. Not possible. U 
28s | (0) 
Enter a Messenger. 
Mes. The nobles, in great earnestneſs, are N 
oin 
All to the senate N some news is come 
in, 


That turns their countenances. 
Sic. Tis this slave; — 
Go whip him fore the people's eyes: — his 
raising! 
Nothing but his report! 
Mes. Yes, worthy sir, 
The slave's report is seconded; and more, 
More ſearful, is deliver'd. 
Sic. What more fearful? 


„ e ei et $a arr» Ya nn = hd chr to 


Mes. 


Mes. It is spoke freely out of many mouths, 
(How probable, I do not know,) that Marcius, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power einst 

Rome; 
And vows een þ as spacious, as between 
The young'st and oldest thing. 


Sic. This is most likely! 


Bru. Rais d only, that the weaker sort may 
wish 


Good Marcius bome again, 
Sic. The very trick on't. 


Men. This is unlikely: 
He and Aufidius can no more atone, 


Than violentest contrariety. 


Enter another Messenger. 


W 


Mes. You are sent for the senate: 
A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius, 
Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories; and have alread 
O'er-borne their way, consum'd with fire, and 
took 
What lay before them. 


Sr nd 


| 
Enter Cour xis. 6 
| ; 


Men. What news? what news? 
Com, You have holp to ravish your own s 
daughters, and | b 
To melt the city leads upon your pates ; | 
To see your wives dishonour'd to your noses; — 
Men. What's the news? what's the news? 
Com, Your temples burned in their cement; 'F 
and | 


Vol. V. Qq 


Com. O, you have made good work! | 
| 
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Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore. 


Men. Pray now, your news? — 
You have made fair work, I fear me: — Pray, 
your news ? . 
If Marcius should be join'd with Volcians, — 
Com. If! 
He is their god; he leads them like a thing 
Made my some other deity than nature, 
That shapes man better: and tbey follow him, 
Against us brats, with no lels confidence, 
Than boys pursuing summer butter-flies, 
Or butchers killing flies. 
Men. You have made good work, 


You, and your apron- men; you that stood $0 
much 


Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlick-eaters! 


Com. He'll shake your Rome about your 
ears. 


Men. As Hercules did shake down mellow 
fruit; 
You have made fair work! 


Bru. But is this true, sir? 


Com. Ay; and you'll look pale 

Before you find it other. All the regions 

Do smilingly revolt; and, who resist, 

Atte only mock'd for valiant ignorance, 

Aud perish constant fools. Who is't can blame 

him ? | 

Your enemies, and his, find something in him, 
Men. We are all undone, unleſs 

The noble man have mercy. 


Com Who sball ask it? 
The tribunes cannot do't for shame; the peop's 
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Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf 


Does of the shepherds: for his best friends, if 
they 


Should say, Be good to Rome, they charg'd him 
even 
As those should do that bad desery'd his hate, 
And therein sbew'd like enemies. 
Men. Tis true: 
If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, | bave not the face 


To say, *Beseech you, cease. — You have made 
fair hands, 


You, and your crafts! you have crafted fair! 
Com. You have brought 
A — upon Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 
Tri. Say not, we brought it. 
Men. ow! Was it we? We loy'd him; but, 
like beasts, 


And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your 
clusters, 
Who did hoot him out_o' the city. 
Com. But, I fear, 
They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 
The second name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer: — Desperation 


Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 
That Rome can make against them. 


Enter a troop of Citizens. 


Men. Here come the clusters, — 
And is Aufidius with him? — You are they 


That made the air unwholesome, when you 
cast 


Your stinking, greasy caps, in hooting at 
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Coriolanus' exile. Now he's coming; 

And not a hair upon a soldier's head, 

Which will not prove a whip; as many cox. 
combs, | 

As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 

And pay you for your voices. "Tis no matter; 

If he could burn us all into one coal, 

We have deserv'd it. 


Cit. Faith, we bear fearful news. 


1. Cit. For mine own pazt, 
When I said, banish him, I said, 'twas pity, 
2. Cit. And so did I. 


3. Cit. And so did I; and, to say the truth, 30 
did very many of us: That we did, we did for 
the best: and though we willingly consented to 
bis banishment, yet it was against our will. 


Com. You are goodly things, you voices! 


Men. You: have made | 
Good work, you and your cry! — Shall us to 
the Capitol ? 
Com. O, ay; what else? 
[Exeunt Comin. and Mx RN. 


Sic. Go, masters, get you home, be not dis- 
may'd; 
These are a side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they so seem to fear. Go 
home, 
And shew no sign of fear. 
1. Cit, The gods be good to us! Come, masters, 
let's home. ever said, we were i” the wrong, 
when we banish'd him. 


2. Cit. So did we all. But come, let's home, 
[Exeune Citizens, 
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Bru. T do not like this news, 
Sic. Nor I. 
Bru. Let's to the Capitol: — Would, half 


my wealth | i 
Would buy this for a lie! 


Sic. Pray, let us go, | [Exeunt. | 


SCENE VIL | 
A Camp ; at a small distance from Rome. 


Enter Aurtpius, and his Lieutenant. 


Auf. Do they still fiy to the Roman? 


Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft's in 
him ; but 
= Your soldiers use bim as the grace fore meat, 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end; 
And you are darken'd in this action, sir, 
Even by your own. 


Auf. L cannot help it now; 
Unleſs, by using means, I lame the foot 
Of our design. He bears himself more proudlier. 
Even to my person, than I thought he would, 
When first I did embrace him: Yet his nature 
In that's no changeling; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 


Lieu. Yet I wish, sir, 
(I mean, for your particular,) you had not 
= Join'd in commission with bim: but either 
Had borne the ection of yourself, or else 
l To him bad left it solely. 
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Auf. I understand thee well; and be thou 


sure, 

When be shall come to his account, he knows 
not 

What I can urge against him. Although it 
seems, 


And so he thinks, and is no leſs apparent 

To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things 
fairly, 

And sbews good husbandry for the Volcian 
Stare; 

Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as soon 

As draw his sword: yet he hath left undone 

That, which shall break his neck, or hazard 

; mine, 
Whene'er we come to our account. 


Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you be']l carry 
Rome? 


Auf. All places yield to him ere he site 

ar 

And the nobility of Rome are his: 

The s2nators, and patricians, love him too: 

The tribunes are no soldiers; and their people 

Will be as rash in the repeal, as bast 

To expel him thence. I think, he'll be to 
Rome, 

As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 

By sovereignty of nature. First he was 

A noble servant to them; but he could not 

Carry bis honours even: whether *twas pride. 

Which ovt of daily fortune ever taints 

The bappy man; whetber defect of judgment, 

To fail in the disposing of those chances 

Which he was lord of; or whetber nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 


From the casque to the cushion, but command 


ing peace 
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Even with the same austerity and garb 

As be controll'd the war: but, one of these, 

(As be bath spices of them all, not all, 

For I dare so far free him,) made him fear'd, 

So hated, and so banish'd: But he has a 
merit, 

To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 

Lie in the interpretation of the time: 

And power, unto itself most commendable, 

Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 

To extol what it hath done. 


One fire drives out one fire; one nail, one 


nail; | 
Rights by rights fouler, strengths by strengths, 
do fail. 
Come, let's away. When, Caius, Rome is 
thine, 
Thou art poor'st of all; then shortly art thou 
mine. 
[Exeunt. 
» 


ACT Y. SCENE L 


Rome. A publick Place. 


Enter Mex ENIUs, Cominivs, Sicinius, BrUTUs, and 
Others, 


Men. No, * go: you hear, what he hath 
said, 

Which was sometime his general; who lov'd 

him 
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In a most dear particular, He call'd me, ſather; 
But what o'that? Go, you that banisb'd him, 
A mile before his tent fall down, and knee} 
The way into his mercy: Nay, if he coy'd 
To hear Cominius speak, I'll keep at home. 


Com. He would not seem to know me. 
Men. Do you hear? 


Com, Yet one time he did call me by my 
name : 

T urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 

That we have bled together, Coriolanus 

He would not answer to: forbad all names; 

He was a kind ot nothing, titleleſs, 


Till he had forg'd himself a name i' the fire 
Of burning Rome. 


Men. Why, 80; you have made good work: 
A pair of tribunes that have rack'd for Rome, 
To make coals cheap: A noble memory ! 


Com, I minded him, how royal 'twas to 
pardon _ 
When it was leſs expected: He reply'd, 
It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they bad punish'd. 
Men. Very well: 
Could he say leſs ? 


Com. T offer'd to awaken his regard 
For his private friends: His answer to me was, 
He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome, musty chaff; He said, twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leaye unburnt, 
And <still to nose the offence. 

Men, For one poor grain or two? 
T am one of tho:e; his mother, wife, his child, 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains: 
You are the musty chaff; and you are smelt 
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Above the moon: We must be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: If you refuse 
your aid | 

In this so never-needed help, yet do not 

Upbraid us with our distreſs. But, sure, if yon 

Would be your country's pleader, your good 

tongue, 
More than the instant army we can make, 
Might stop our countryman, 


Men. No; I'll not meddle, 
Sic. Pray you, go to him. 
Men. What should I do? 


Bru. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Mlarcius. 


Men. Well, and say that Marcius 
Return me, as Cominius is return'd, 
Unheard; what then? — 


But as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his unkindnels? Say't be 80? 


Sic. Yet your good will 
Must have that thanks from Rame, after the 
measure 
As you intended well, 


Men I'll undertake it: 

J think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 

And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts 
me. 

He was not taken well; be had not din'd: 

The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 

We pout upon the morning, are unapt 

To give or to forgive; but when we have 
stuff'd 

These pipes, and these conveyances of our 
blood 

Wich wine and feeding, we bave suppler souls 
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Than in our priest-like fasts; therefore TI. 
watch him 

Till he be dieted to my request, 

And then VI set upon him. 


Bru. You know the very road into his kind. 
neſs, R 


And cannot lose your way. 


Men. Good faith, I'Il prove him, 
Speed how it will. I shall ere long have 
knowledge N 
Of my succeſs. [ Exit, 
Com. He'll never hear him. 


Sic. Not? 

Com. I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burn Rome; and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel'd before him: 
"was very faintly he said, Rise; dismils'd me 
Thus, with his speechleſs hand: What he would 

do, | 
He sent in writing after me; what he would 
not, 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions: 
So, that all hope is vain, 
Unleſs his noble mother, and his wife; 
Who, as I bear, mean to solicit him 
For mercy to his country. Therefore, let's 
hence, „ 
And with our fair entreaties haste them on. 
[Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 


An advanced post of the Volcian Camp before 
Rome. The Guard at thein Stations. 


Enter to them, MenEenivs. 


1. G. Stay: Whence are you? 
2. G. Stand, and go back, 


Men, You guard like men; 'tis well: But, by 
your leave, 
T am .an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Corlolauus. 


1. G. From whence? 
Men, From Rome. 


1. GC. You may not paſs, you must return: 
our general 
Will no more bear from thence. 


2. G. You'll see your Rome embrac'd with 
fire, before ä 
You'll speak with Coriolanus. 
Men. Good my friends, 
If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it 1s lots to blanks, 


My name hath touch'd your ears: it is Me- 
nenius. 


1. G. Be it so; go back: the virtue of your 
name 


Is not here passable. 
Men. I tell thee, fellow, 
Thy general is my lover: I have been 


The book of his good acts, whence men have 
read 
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His fame unpareNeVd, hapily, amplified; 
For I have ever verify'd my friends, 
(Of whom he's chief) with all the size that 
verity 
Would without lapsing suffer: nay, sometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground, 
J have tumbled past the throw; and in his 
raise 
Have, almost, stamp'd the leasing: Therefore, 
| fellow, 
T must have leave to pals. 


1. G. Faitb, sir, if you have told as many Jie; 
in his beha!?, as you have utter'd words in your 
own, you should not pafs here: no, though it 
were as virtuous to lie, as to live chastly. There. 
fore, go back. 


Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name i; 
Menenius, always factionary on the party of your 
genera], | 

2. G. Howsoever you have been his liar, (as 
you say, you have,) I am one that, telliug true 
under him, must say, you cannot pals. There- 


fore, go back. 


Men. Has be dined, can'st thou tell? for ! 
would not speak with bim til] after dinner. 


1. G. You are a Roman, axe you? 
Men. I am as thy general is. 


I. G. Then you sbould hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have push'd ont of your gates 
the very defender of them, and, in a violent po- 
p lar ignorance, given your enemy your shield, 
think to front bis revenges with the easy groans 
of old women, the virginal palms of your daugh- 
ters, or with the palsy'd intercession of such a 
decay'd dotant as you seem to be? Can you think 
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to blow out the intended fire your city is ready 
to llame in, with such weak breath as this? No, 
you are deceiv'd; therefore, back to Rome, and 
prepare for your execution; you are condemn'd, 
our general has 8worn you out of reprieve and 
pardon. 


Men. Sirrah, If thy captain knew I were here, 
he would use me with estimation. 


2. G. Come, my captein knows you not. 
Men, T mean, thy general. 


1. G. My general cares not for you. Beck, I 
889, go, lest L Jet forth your half pint of blood; 
— back, — that's the utmost of your having: — 
back. 


Men, Nay, but fellow, fellow, — 


Enter Contotaxus, and AvriDivs. 


Cor. What's the matter? 

Men. Now, you companion, III say an errand 
for you; you shall know now, that I am in esti- 
mation; you sball perceive that a Jack guardant 
cannot office me from my son Coriolanus: gueſs, 
but by my entertainment with him, if thou stand'st 
not i the state of hanging, or of some death more 
long in spectatorship, and crueller in suffering: 
behold now presently, and swoon for what's to 
come upon thee. — The glorious gods sit in hourly 
synod about thy particular prosperity, and love 
thee no worse than thy old father Menenius does! 
O, my son, my son! thou art preparing fire for 
us; look thee, here's water to quench it. I was 
hardly moved to come to thee: but being assured, 
none but myself could move thee, I baye been 
blown out of your gates with sighs; and conjure 
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thee to pardon Rome, and thy petitionary coun. 
trymen. The good gods assuage thy wrath, and 
turn the dregs of it upon this varlet here; this, 
who, like a block, hath denied my accels to thee, 
Cor. Away! | 
Men. How! away? 
Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My 
affairs 3 
Are servanted to others: Though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volcien breasts. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulnels shall poison, rather 
Than pity note how much. — Therefore, be gone. 
Mine ears against your suits are stronger, than 
Your gates * my force. Yet, for I lov'd 
thee, 
Take this along; I writ it for thy sake, 
| [Gives a letter, 


And would have sent it. Another word, Me- 

1 nenius, 

I will not hear thee speak. — This man, Aw 
fidius, | 


Was my belov'd in Rome:'yet thou behold'st — 


Auf. You keep a constant temper. 
[Exeunt CorrotLanus and Aurrpius. 


1. G. Now, sir, is your name Menenius. 


2. C. Tis a spell, you see, of much power: 
You know the way home again. 


1. G. Do you hear how we are shent for keep- 
ing your greatneſs back? ä 


2. G. What cause, do you think, I have to 
swwoon? R 


Men. I neither care for the world, nor your 
general: for such things as you, I can scarce think 
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there's any, you are so slight. He that bath a 

will to die by bimself, fears it not from another. 

Let your general do his worst. For you, be that 

you are, Jong; and your misery increase with 

your age! I say to you, as I was said to, Away! 
1. G. A noble fellow, I warrant hjm. 


2. G. The worthy fellow is our general: He ts 
the rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken. 
[Exeunt. 
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The Tent of CoriouLAanUs. 


Enter Corior anus, Aurtprus, and Others. 


Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to 
morrow | we 114 
Set down our host. — My partner in this action, 
You must report to the Volcian lords, how plainly 
I bave borne this businels. 


Auf Only their ends | 
You have respected; stopp'd your ears against 
The general suit of Rome; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thought them sure of you. | 

Cor. This last old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart T have sent to Rome, 
Lov'd me above the measure of a father; 
Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 
Was to send him: for whose old love, I have 


(Though I sbew'd sourly to him) once more 
offer'd | 8 
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The first conditions, which they did refuse, Vir 
And cannot now accept, to grace him only, Con 
That thought he could do more; a very little 
J have yielded too: Fresh embassies, and suits, Vi 
Nor from the state, nor private friends, here. 
wake Make 
Will I lend ear to. — Ha! what shout is this? 
[ Shout within. Chi 
I hav 
Shall T be tempted to infringe my vow Eren 
In the same time 'tis made? I will not. — he 
Long 
Enter in mourning habits, VIS ILTA, Vorunxia, N a 
238 young Marcius, VALZIIA, and Atten- Illath 
My wife comes foremost; then the honow'd | = 
: mold | _y 
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affection! ef 
All bond and privilege of nature, break! har 
Let it be virtuous, to be obstinate. — V 
What is that curt'sy worth? or those doye's Vhi 
eyes, | ] kn 
Which can make gods forsworn? — I melt, and Shey 
am not WB ct v 
Of stronger earth than others. — My mother 0 


\ bows ; | 

As if Olympus to a mole-hill should 

In supplication nod: and my young boy 

Hath an aspect of inteicession, which 

Great nature cries, Deny not. — Let the Volces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy; I'll never 

Be such a gosling to obey instinct ; but stand, 
As if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 


Jig. 
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virg. My lord and husband! 


Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore in 
Rome. 
Virg. The sorrow, that delivers us thus 
. chang'd, 
Makes you think so. 


Cor. Like a dull actor now, 
I have forgot my part, and I am out, 
Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh, 
Forgive my tyranny; but do not say, 
[For that, Forgive our Romans. — O, a kiſs 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge! 
Now by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiſs 
] carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er since. — You gods! TI 

rate, 

And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted: Sink, my knee, i' the earth; 
| [ kneels, 


Of thy deep duty more impression shew 
han that of common sons. 
Vol. O, stand up blest! 
Vhilst, with no softer cushion than the flint, 
] kneel before thee; and unproperly 

Phew duty, as mistaken all this while [kneels, 


WBctween the child and parent, 


Cor. What is this? | 
f our knees to me? to your corrected son? 
hen let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
. Fillip the stars; then let the mutinous wands 
Pike the proud cedars *gainst the firy gun; 
lurd'ring impossibility, to make 
Vhat cannot be, slight work, 

Vol. Thou art my warrior; ORIEL 
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady? 
Vol. V. Rr 
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Cor. The noble sister of Publicola, 
The moon of Rome; cbaste as the icicle, 
That's curdied by the frost from purest snow, 
And bangs on Dian's temple: Dear Valeria! 

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 
Which by the interpretation of full time 
May shew like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers, 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleneſs; that thou may 
rove | 
To sbame invulnerable, and stick i'the wars 
Like a great sca-mark, standing every law, 
And saving those that eye thee! 

Vol. Your knee, sirrah. 
Cor. That's my brave boy. 


Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and ny: 
self, 


Are suitors to you. 


Cor. I beseech you, peace: 
Or, if you'd ask, remember this before; 
The things, I have forsworn, to grant, my 
| never 
Be beld by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiſs my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's mechanicks: — Tell me nt 
Wherein I seem unnatural: Desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reasons. 


Vol. O, no more, no more! 


You have said, you will not grant us an ; 


thing ; 
For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already: Yet we will ask; 
That, if you fail in our request, the blame 


( 


Ae - cof0 V0. fond 
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May hang upon your hardnels: therefore hear N 


| uns. | 
Cor. Auſidius, and you Volces, mark; for 


we'll 1 3 ö 

Hear nought from Rome in private. — Your, ; 
request? N 

Vol. Should we be silent and not speak, our p 
raiment, | | 
And state of bodies would bewray what life | f 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thy- i 
self, | 


How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither; since that thy sight, which 


should 
Male our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts, | 
Constrains them weep, and shake with fear an 
sorrow; ä 


Making the mother, wife, aud child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we, 
Thine enmity's most capital: thou barr'st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy: For how can we, 
Alas! how can we for our country pray, 
Whereto we are bound; together with thy 
victory, 
Whereto we are bound? Alack! or we must 
lose 
The conntry, our dear nurse; or else thy person, 
Our comfort in the country. We must find 
An evident calamity, though we had 
Our wish, which side should win; for either 
thou | ; 
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles thorough our streets; or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin; 
Rr 2 | 
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And bear the palm, for baving bravely shed 

Thy wife and children's blood. For myxelf, 
son, 

1 purpose not to wait on 8 till 

These wars determine: if I cannot persuade 
thee | 

Rather to sbew a noble grace to both parts, 

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner 

March to assault thy country, than to tread 

(Trust to't, thou sbalt not on thy mother's 
womb, 

That brought thee to this would. 


Virg. Ay, and mine, 
That 6 you forth this boy, to keep your 
name 
Living to time. 


Boy. He shall not tread on me; 
III run away till I. am bigger, but then III 
fight. 
Cor. Not of a woman's tenderneſs to be, 


Requires nor child nor woman's face to see. 
I have sat too long. [i5ing, 


Vol. Nay, go not from us thus. 


* 


If it were so, that our request did tend 


To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 

The Volces whom you serve, you might con- 
demn us, 

As poisonous of your hononr; No; our suit 

Is, that you reconcile them: while the Volces 

May say, This mercy we have Shew'd; the Ro- 

| mans, 

This we receiv'd; and each in either side 

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, Be blest 

For making up this peace! Thou know'st great 
son, 

The end of war's uncertain; but this certain, 
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That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

Which thou shalt thereby reap, is such a name, 

Whose repetition will be dogy'd with curses; 

Whose chromicle thus writ, — The man Was 
noble, 

But with his last attempt he wip'd it out; 

Destroy'd kis country and his name remains 

To the ensuing age, über d. n to Us, 
son: 

Thou hast affected the fins lock of honour; 

To imitate the graces of the gods; 

To tear with thunder the wide r o' the 

And yet to charge thy Sulphur with a bolt 

That should but rive an oak. Why dost not 

| speak? 52711 

Think'st thou it honourable for a noble 1 man 

Still to remember wrongs? — * Daughtor, oppes 
you: | 

He cares not for your weeping, — Speak thod, 

- .. boy; N i |; 

Perhaps, wy childisbneſs will move bim more 

Than can bur reasons. — There is no man in 
the world 


More bound to his mother; yet here be "ot me 


rate, 5 


Like one i' the stocks. Thou hast never in thy 
life — 


Shew'd thy dear mother any ta 


When she, (poor hen!) fond of no second 


brood, 


Hes cluch' d thes to the wers, and safely home. 


Loaden with honour. Say, my ande un- 
just, 
And spurn me back: But, if it be not 80, 


Thou art not honest ; 2 is: ey wall | plague 


th ee, N 


| 
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That thou restrain'st from me the duty, which 
To a mother's part belongs. — He turns away: 


Down, ladies; let us shame him. with our knees, 
To his surname Coriolanus longs more pride, 


Than pity to our prayers. Down; An end: 

This is the last; — So we will home to Rome, 

And die among our neighbours. — Nay, behold 
17ß0ß0é 23 $24 

This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellow. 

Does reason our petition with more strength 

Than thou hast to deny't. — Come, let us go: 

This fellow had a Volcian to his mother; 

His wife is in Corioli, and his child 

Like him by chance: — Yet give us our dis- 

tech: | 
J am hush'd until our city be afire, 


And then I'Il speak a little. 


Cor. O mother; mother! PIP 
[holding Volumnia by the hands, silent. 


What have you done? Behold, the heavens do 
ope, 

The gods Le Burr, and this unnatural scene 

They laugh at. O my mother, mother! O! 

You have won a happy victory to Rome: 

But, for your son, — believe it, O, believe it, 

Most dangerously you have with him prevail'd, 

If not most mortal to him. But, let it come: — 

Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 

I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Au- 

flidius, 

Were you in my stead, would you have heard 

A mother Jeſs or granted leſs, Aufidius ? 
Auf. T was reed" 4 withal. . 
Cor. I dare be sworn, you were: 


» * * * 2 2 7 2 
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And, sir, it is vo little thing, to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir, 
What peace you'll make, advise me: For my 
part, 
T1] not to Rome, III back with you; and pray 
you 
Stand to me in this cause. — O mother! wife! 


* 'T am glad, thou hast set thy mercy and 


honour 
At difference in thee: out of that I'Il work 
Myself a former fortune. [ Aside, 


[The Ladies make signs to Coriolanus. 


Cor. Ay, by and by; 
[To Volumnia, Virgilia, etc. 


But we will drink together; and you shall bear 
A better witneſs back than words, which we, 
On like condition, will have counter-scal'd. 
Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you: all the swords 
In Ttaly, and her confederate arms, 

Could not haye made this peace. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


Rome. A publick Place, 
Enter MęNENTIUS and 818110 


Men. See you yond' coign o' the Capitol; yond” 


| corntr-otone d 
Sic. Why, what of that? 
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Men. Tf it be possible for you to displace it 
with your little finger, there is some hope the 
ladies of Rome, especially his mother, may pre- 
vail with him. But, I say, there is no hope in't; 
our, throats are sentenced, aud stay upon execu— 
tion. 

Sic. Is't possible, that so short a time can alter 
the condition of a man? 


Men. There is differency between a grub, and 
a butterfly; yet your butterfly was a grub. This 
Marcius is grown from man to dragon: he has 
wings; he's, more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly. 


Men. So did he me: and he no more remembers 
his mother now, than an eight year old horse. 
The tartneſs of his face sours ripe grapes. When 
he walks, he moves like an engine, and the ground 
shrinks before his treading. He is able to pierce 
a corslet with his eye; talks like a knell, and bis 
hum is a battery. He sits in his state, as a thing 
made for Alexander. What be bids be done, is 
finish'd with his bidding. He wants nothing of 
a god, but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 


Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly, 


Men. I paint him in the character. Mark what 
mercy his mother shall bring from him: There is 
no more mercy in him, than there is milk in a 
male tyger; and that shall our poor city find: and 
all this is long of you. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us! 


Men, No, in such a case the gods will not be 
good unto us. When we banish'd him, we re- 
spected not them: and, he returning to break our 
necks, they respect not us, 
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Enter a Messenger. 


Mes. Sir, if you'd save your life, fly to your 
house: 

The plebéians have got your fellow-tribune, . 

And hale him up and down; all swearing, if 

The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 


They'll give him death by inches. 


Enter another Messenger. 


Sic, What's the news? 


Mes. Good news, good news; — The ladies 
have prevail'd, 5 

The Volcians are dislodg'd, and Marcius gone: 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Art thou certain, this is true? is it most 
certain ? Ee 

Mes. As certain, as T know the sun is fire: 


Where have Ion lurk'd, that you make doubt 
0 


it? 
Ne'er through an arch 80 hurry'd the blown 
” tide 15 
As the recomforted through the gates, Why, 
bark you; 


[ Trumpets and hautboys Sounded, and 
drums beaten, all together, Shiouting 
also wit hin. hs 


The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 
Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romans, 
Make the sun dance. Hark you! 


[Shouting again. 
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Men. This 1s good news: 

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia 
Is worth of consuls, senators, patriciaus, 

A city full; of tribunes, such as you, 

A sea and way full: You have pray'd well to- 

ay; 

This morning, for ten thousand of your throats 
I'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they 


joy! [Shouting and music. 
Sic. First, the gods bleſs you for your tidings: 


next, 


Accept my thankfulneſs. 


Mes. Sir, we have all great cause to give 
| great thanks. 
Sic. They are near the city? 


Mes. Almost at point to enter. 
Sic, We'll meet them, and help the joy. 


[ going, 


Enter the Ladies , accompanied by Senators, Pa- 


tricians, and People. They paſs over the 


Sta Se. 


1. Sen. Behold our patroneſs, the life of Rome: 
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 
And make r hires; strew flowers before 
N them: | 
Unshout the noise that banish'd Marcius, 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother; 
Cry, — Welcome, ladies, welcome! — 

All. Welcome, ladies, welcome! 


(A flourish with drums and trumpets, Exeunt, 
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SC EN E V. 
Antium. A publick Place. 
Enter Tullus Avuzipivs, with Attendants. 


Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am 


here; 


Bid them repair to the market-place; where I, 
Even in theirs and in the commons ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse, 
The city ports by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words: Dispatch. 


[ Exeunt Attendants, 


Enter three or four Conspirators of Aufidiug* 


faction. 


Most welcome! 


1. Con. How is it with our general? 

Auſ. Even so, ; : 
As with a man by his own alms impoison'd, 
And with his charity slain. 

2, Con, Most noble sir, 
If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish'd us parties, we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. - 

Auf. Sir, I cannot tell; 5 
We must proceed, as we do find the people. 


3. Con. The people will remain uncertain, 
whilst | | 
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"Twixt you there's difference; but the fall of 
either | 

Makes the survivor heir of all, 

| Auf. I know it; a 

And my pretext to strike at bim admits 

A good construction. I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 

Mine honour for his truth: Who being 80 


— — ro IS" 


| heighten'd, 
| He water'd his new plants with dews of flat- 
| tery, 
| | Seducing so my friends: and, to this end, 
| 


He bow'd his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 


1 f 3. Con, Sir, his stoutneſs, 
= When he did stand for consul, which he lost 
| By lack of stooping, — 

Auf. That T would bave spoke of: 
Being banish'd for't, he came unto my hearth; 
Presented to my knife his throat; I took him; 
| Made him joint-seryant with me; gave him 
way 
k In all his own desires; nay, let him choose 
| Out of my files, his projects to accomplish, 
\ My best and freshest men; sery'd bis design- 

ments 

In mine own person; holp to reap the fame, 
Which he did end all his; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong: till, at the last, 
I seem'd his iollower, not partner; and 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary. | | 


1. Con. So he did, my lord: 
The army marvell'd at it. And, in the last, 
When he had carried Rome; and that we 
look'd 


For no leſs spoil, than glory, — 


— — — — — — 
1 — am Hot 0 


Auf. 
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Auf. There was it; — 
For which my sinews shall be stretch'd upon 
im. | 
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action; Therefore shall he die, 
And I'll renew me in his fall. But, hark! 
[Drums and trumpets sound, with great shouts 
of the people. 


1. Con. Your native down you enter'd like a 
post, 
And had no welcomes home; but he returns, 
Splitting the air with noise. 


2. Con. And patient fools, 
Whose children he hath slain, their base throats 
tear 
With giving bim glory. 
3. Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 
Ere he expreſs himself, or move the people 
With what he would say, let him feel your 
sword, 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 


After your way his tale pronounc'd sball bury 
His reasons with his body, 


Auf. Say no more; 
Here come the lords. 


Enter the Lords of the city. 


Lords. You are most welcome home, 


Auf. I have not desery'd it, 
But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What I have written to you? — 


Vol. V. Ss 
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Lords. We have. 


1. Lord. And grieve: to leer it. ; 
What faults he made before the last, I think, 
Might have found easy fines: but there to end, 
Where he was to begin; and yive away 
The benefit of our levies, answering us, 

With our own charge; making a treaty, where 
There was a yielding; This admits no excuge, 


Auf. He approaches, you shall hear him. 


* 
* 


Enter Contor ANS, with drums and colours; « 
crow'd of Citizens with kim. 


. Hail, lords! I am return'd your soldier; 
No? more infected with my country's love, 
Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
That prosperously I have attempted, and 
With bloody passage, led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought 
home, 
Do more than counterpoise, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We have made 
eace, | | 
With no leſs bonour to the Antiates, ©. 
Than shame to the Romans: And we here de- 
liver, 
Subscrib'd by the consuls and patricians, 
Together with the seal o'the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 


Auf. Read it not, noble lords? | 
But fell the traitor, in the highest degree | 
He hath. abus'd your powers. 


Cor. Traitor! * How now ? 
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Auf, Ay, traitor, NMarcius. Shs 
Cor. Marcins! 
Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius 18 Dost thou 


think 
In grace thee with that robbery, tby stol'n 
name 
Coriolanus in Corioli? — 


You lords and heads of the state, perſidiously 
He has betray'd your businel«, and given up, 
For certain drops of salt, your city Rome 

(1 say, your city,) to "TH wife and mother: 
Breaking his oath and resolution, like 

A twist of rotten silk; never admitting 
Counsel o' the war; but at his nu: e's tears 
Ile whin'd and roat'd away your victory; 
That pages blush'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wondering each at other, 


Cor. Hear'st thou, Mars? | 4 

Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of 
rears, — 

Car, Ha! 


Auf. No more. 


Cor. Measurelels liar, thou hast made my 
heart J | 
Toa great for what contains it. Boy! O 
Slave! — | 
Pardon me,, lords, 'tis the first time that ever 
I was forc'd to scold. Your judgments, my 
grave lords, ö 


Must give this cur the lie: and his own 


notion 
(Who wears my stripes impreſs'd upon him; 
that 8 
Must bear my beating to his grave;). shall! 
join 
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To thrust the lie unto him. 
1. Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak. 


Cor. Cut 2 to pieces, Volces, men and 
ads, 
Stain all your edges on me. — Boy! Falte 
hound! ö 

If yon have writ your annals true, 'tis there, 
That, like an eagle in a dove-cote, I 
Flutter'd your Volcians in Corioli; 
Alone I did it. — Boy! 


Auf. Why, noble lords, 
Will you be put in mind of his blind for. 
tune, 
Which was your shame, by this unholy brag- 
gart 
Fore your own eyes and ears? 


Con. Let him die for't. 
[several Speaking at once, 


Cit. [5peaking promiscuously. ] Tear him to pieces, 
do it presently. He kill'd my son; — my daughter; 
— He kill'd my cousin Marcus; — He kill'd my 
father, — 


2. Lord, Peace, ho; — no outrage; — 
peace. 
The man is noble, and his fame folds in 
This orb o' the earth. His last offences to 
us | | 
Shall have judicious hearing. — Stand, Au- 
fid ius, 
And trouble not tbe peace. 


Cor, O, that I bad him, 
With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe, 
To use my lawful sword! 
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Auf. Tnsolent villain ! | 
Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 
[Avripivs and the Conspirators draw, and 
kill Corroranus, who falls, and Avxr- 


pivs Stands on him. 


187 


Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 


Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak. 
1. Lord. O Tullus, — 


2. Lord. Thou hast done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weep. 


3. Lord. Tread not upon him. — Masters all, 
be quiet; 
Put up your swords. 


Auf. My lords, when you shall know (as in 
this rage, 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll re- 
oice 
That he is 2 cut off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate, III deliver 


Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 


1. Lord. Bear from hence his body, 


And mourn you for him: let him be regarded 
As the most noble corse, that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 


2. Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 
Let's make the best of it. 

Auf. My rage is gone, 
And I am struck with sorrow. — Take him 
up: — 
Help, three o' the chiefest soldiers; T'll be 
One. — 
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| Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully; 
Trail your steel pikes. — Though in this City 
| 8 * 15 1 
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury, 
Yet he shall have a noble memory. — 


Assist. 


[Exeunt, bearing the body of Coriolanus. 
A dead march $Sounded. 


END OF THE FIFTH VOLUME. 


